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O du friihiiche, o du selige, 
Gnadenbringende WeibnachtsieJt I 

Welt ging verloren, 

Christ ist geboren : 
Freu«, freue dicb, o Chrlstenheit I 

O du fi-ohliche, o du sellge, 
Gnadenbringende Osternieit I 

Welt iiegt in Banden, 

Christ ist enundcn : 
Freue, freue dich, o Christenheit 1 

O du frohliche, □ du selige, 
Gnadenbringcndc PBngstenzeit I 

Christ, unser Meister, 

Hciligi die Gcistcr : 
Preue, freue dich, o Christenheit I 



CHRISTMAS iStii 






For one whose life lay bound, long years, 
In cold obstruction thrilled with fears. 
Whose daily bread was salt with tears : 

Whom the all-pleasant light of day 
Woke to a scarce-forgot dismay. 
Whose misery sleep might not allay: 

Whose soul seemed, by an awful lot, 

Fixed in a void but ghastly spot. 

Where hope came not, where God was not : 

Yet now, through grace, essays to trust 

God is, is merciful as just. 

And souls outlive all pangs of dust. 
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For friends, ah, many friends ! who find 
From ills of body, heart, or mind 
No ease, except to be resigned : 



Who, in the innumerous paths of pain, 
Weeping, sow seeds of precious grain,— 
One day to bring baclc sheaves again ! 



For all, who, battling through this life 
In anguish steeped, with evil rife, 
Faint underneath the unending strife: 



Dear, for the sorrows they endure, 
And dear to pitying God most sure, 
Who malces bis own by all means pure. 




THE MINISTRY OF LOVE. 




WOULD I were an excellent di- 
vine, 
That had the Bible at my fingers' 
ends. 
That men might hear out of this mouth of 
mine 
How God doth make his enemies his 
friends, 
Rather than with a thundering and long 

prayer 
Be led into presumption or despair. 



This would I be, and would none other be 
But a religious servant of my God ; 

To know there is none other God but He, 
And willingly to suffer Mercy's rod, 

Joy in his grace, and live but in his love. 

And seek my bliss but in the world above. 



And I would frame a kind of faithful 
prayer 
For all estates within the state of grace, 
I 



2 TTji Ministry of Love. 

That careful love might never know despair, 
Nor servile fear might faithful love de- 
face ; 

And this would I both day and night de- 
vise 

To make my humble spirit's exercise. 

And I would read the rules of sacred life^ 

Persuade the troubled soul to patience, 
The husband care, and comfort to the wife, 

To child and servant due obedience, 
Faith to the friend, and to the neighbor 

peace. 
That love might live, and quarrels all might 
cease : 

Pray for the health of all that are diseased. 
Confession unto all that are convicted. 

And patience unto all that are displeased. 
And comfort unto all that are afflicted. 

And mercy unto all that have offended. 

And grace to all, that all may be amended ! 



Iffor Forgiviness. 



FOR FORGIVENESS. 



A HYMN TO GOD THE FATHIR. 




ILT thou forgive that sin where I 
begun, 
Which was my sin, though it were 
done before ? 
Wilt thou forgive that sin through which I 
run, 
And do run still, though still I do de- 
plore ? 
When thou hast done, thou hast not 
done. 

For I have more. 



Wilt thou forgive that sin which I have 
won 
Others to sin, and made my sin their 
door ? 
Wilt thou forgive that sin which I did 
shun 
A year or two, but wallowed in a score ? 
When thou hast done, thou hast not 
done. 

For I have more. 



4 l^or Forgiveness* 

I have a sin of fear, that when I have spun 
My last thread, I shall perish on the shore : 
But swear by thyself, that at my death thy 
Sun 
Shall shine as he shines now, and here- 
tofore. 
And having done that, thou hast done — 
I fear no more! 




For Faith and Reverence^ 



FOR FAITH AND REVERENCE. 

TRONG Son of God, immortal 
Love, 
Whom we, that have not seen thy 
face. 
By faith, and faith alone, embrace. 
Believing where we cannot prove ! 




Thou wilt not leave us in the dustj 
Thou madest man, he knows not why ; 
He thinks he was not made to die ; 

And thou hast made him : thou art just. 

Thou seemest human and divine, 
The highest, holies^ manhood, thou : 
Our wills arc ours, we know not how — 

Our wills are ours, to make them thine. 



Our little systems have their day ; 

They have their day and cease to be ; 

They are but broken lights of thee. 
And thou, O Lord, art more than they. 



6 jP<?r Faith and Reverence* 

i 
We have but feith ; we cannot know ; 

For knowledge is of things we see ; 

And yet we trust it conies from thee, 

,A beam in darkness — let it grow ! 

Let knowledge grow from more to more, 
But more of reverence in ifs dwell. 
That mind and soul, according well. 

May make one music, as before : 



But vaster. We are fools and slight ; 

We mock thee when we do not fear ; 

But help thy foolish ones to bear. 
Help thy vain worlds to bear thy light ! 



Peace! be Still! 




PEACE! BE STILL I 

MID the gay and noisy throng 
Around me fluttering, wheeling, 
shining, 

My ears are filled with shout and song. 
But yet my soul is still repining. 

In every &ce around I see 

Some heart-felt curse in silence working; 
Each eye reflects my sins on me. 

And shows me all within me lurking. 

Mid bounding joy, and passion's glow. 
Mid sportive bursts of mutual gladness. 

Thin shades arise from far below. 
Where boils a secret gulf of madness. 

A quivering cheek, a faltering glance. 
One throb, one sigh, the whole revealing ; 

In all the flashing, whirling dance, 
I see a world of shipwreck reeling. 

And 'tis the worst despair to know. 
By pangs within my bosom aching, 



8 P^ac^! be Still! 

How deep in each the root of woe. 
How many a heart is slowly breaking. 

But while my sad bewildered view 
The wide confusion vainly traces, 

One look I see serenely true, ^ 

Among the false and loveless faces. 

Like yon blue sky, when first it shows 
The storm-tost ship how Heaven hath pity ; 

Or some pure mountain breeze that blows 
Its healing o'er a plague-struck city. 

A voice not loud, like wind or wave, 
A look made low by conscious greatness. 

Where all is calm, and deep, and grave. 
With a full soul's mature sedateness. 

By Him subdued to thought and peace. 
The crowd no more in tumult wander; 

The sounds of surging riot cease. 

And hearts high swoln devoutly ponder. 

By His mild glance and sober power 
Renewed to tranquil aspiration. 

My soul escapes the reckless hour. 
And learns his spirit's pure elation. 



The Pilgrimage. 



THE PILGRIMAGE. 




TRAVELLED on, seeing the hill 
where lay 

My expectation : 
A long it was and weary way : 

The gloomy Cave of Desperation 
I left on the one, and on the other side 
The Rock of Pride. 



And so I came to Fancy's Meadow, strowed 

With many a flower : 
Fain would I here have made abode. 
But I was quickened by my hour : 
So to Care's Copse I came, and there got 
through 

With much ado. 



That led me to the Wild of Passion, which 
Some call the Wold, — 

A wasted place, but sometime rich : 
Here I was robbed of all my gold. 

Save one good angel, which a friend had tied 
Close to my side. 
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The Pilgrimage. 



At length I got unto the gladsome hill. 

Where lay my hope, 
Where lay my heart ; and climbing still. 

When I had gained the brow and top, 
A lake of brackish waters on the ground 

Was all I found ! 

With that abashed, and struck with many 
a sting 

Of swarming fears, 
I fell, and cried, Alas, my King ! 

Can both the way and end be tears ? 
Yet taking heart I rose, and then perceived 
I was deceived : 

My hill was further : so I flung away. 

Yet heard a cry, 
Just as I went. None goes that way 
And lives. If that be all, said I, 
After so foul a journey death is fair. 
And but a chair. 




On a Life misspent in Vanity. 1 1 




ON A LIFE MISSPENT IN VANITY AND 

PASSION. 

' VO piangendo i m!ei passati tempi, 
I quai posi in amar cosa mortale, 
Senza levarmi a volo, avend' io V ale 
Per dar forse di me non bassi esempi. 

Tu, che vedi i miei mali indegni ed empi, 
Re del cielo, invisibile, immortale, 
Soccorri air alma disviata e frale, 

£ '1 suo difetto di tua grazia adempi ! 

Si che, s' io vissi in guerra ed in tempesta, 
Mora in pace ed in porto^ e se la stanza 
Fu vana, almen sia la partita onesta. ' 

A quel poco di viver che m' avanza, 
Ed al morir, degni esser tua man presta : 
Tu sai ben che 'n altrui non ho spe- 
ranza ! 
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Sin, 



SIN. 




ORD, with what care hast thou begirt 
us round ! 
Parents first season us ; then school- 
masters 
Deliver us to laws ; they send us bound 
To rules of reason, holy messengers ; 



Pulpits and Sundays, sorrow dogging sin, 
Afflictions sorted, anguish of all sizes. 

Fine nets and stratagems to catch us in. 
Bibles laid open, millions of surprises ; 

Blessings beforehand, ties of gratefulness. 

The sound of glory ringing in our ears ; 
Without, our shame ^ within, our consci- 
ences ; 
Angels and grace, eternal hopes and 
fears ^ 



Yet all these fences, and their whole 

array. 
One cunning bosom-sin blows quite away ! 



Enter not into Judgment^ Lord! 13 




ENTER NOT INTO JUDGMENT, O LORD I 

ORD, many times I am aweary quite 
Of mine own self, my sin, my 
vanity — 

Yet be not thou, or I am lost outright, 
Weary of me! 

And hate against myself I often bear, 

And enter with myself in fierce debate : 
Take thou my part against myself, nor share 
In that just hate ! 

Best friends might loathe us, if what things 
perverse 
We know of our own selves, they also 
knew : 
Lord, Holy One ! if thou, who knowest 
worse, 

Shouldst loathe us too ! 
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Deliver us from Evil! 




DELIVER US FROM EVIL! 

VIL, every living hour, 

Holds us in its wilful hand, 
Save as thou, essential Power, 
Mayst be gracious to withstand : 
Pain within the subtle flesh, 

Heavy lids that cannot close. 
Hearts that Hope will pot refresh,— 
Hand of Healing ! interpose. 



Tyranny's strong breath is tainting 

Nature's sweet and vivid air. 
Nations silently are fainting. 

Or upgather in despair : 
Not to those distracted wills 

Trust the judgment of their woes ; 
While the cup of anguish fills. 

Arm of Justice ! interpose. 

Pleasures night and day are hovering 
Round their prey of weary hours, 

Weakness and unrest discovering 
In the best of human powers : 




Dtlivtr vs Jrem Evil! 

Ere the fond delusions tire, 
Ere envenomed passion grows 

From the root of vain desire, — 
Mind of Wisdom I interpose. 

Now no rilorc in tuneful motion 

Life with love and duty glides ; 
Reason's meteor-lighted ocean 

Bears us down its mazy tides j 
Head is clear and hand is strong. 

But our heart no haven knows ; 
Sun of Truth ! the night is long,- 

Let Thy radiance interpose ! 



1 6 Struggle not with thy Life, 




STRUGGLE NOT WITH THY LIFE. 

TRUGGLE not with thy life! — 
the heavy doom 
Resist not, it will bow thee like a 
slave : 
Strive not ! thou shalt not conquer ; to thy 
tomb 
Thou shalt go crushed, and ground, though 
ne'er so brave. 



Complain not of thy life ! — for what art thou 
More than thy fellows, that thou shouldst 
not weep f 
Brave thoughts still lodge beneath a furrowed 
brow, 
And the way-wearied have the sweetest 
sleep. 

Marvel not at thy life ! — patience shall see 
The perfect work of wisdom to her given ; 

Hold fast thy soul through this high mystery, 
And it shall lead thee to the gates of 
heaven. 



TO SORROW. 

ghMFISTER Sorrow ! sit beside me, 
^gM3 Or, if I must wander, guide me ; 

Let me take thy hand in mine. 
Cold aliJce arc mine and thine. 

Thinlc not. Sorrow, that I hate thee, — 
Think not I am frightened at thee, — - 
Thou art come for some good end, 
I will treat thee as a friend. 

I will say that thou art bound 
My unshielded soul to wound 
By some force without thy will. 
And art tender-minded still. 

I will say thou givest scope 
To the breath and light of hope j 
That thy gentle tears have weight 
Hardest hearts to penetrate ; 



1 8 To Sorrow. 

That thy shadow brings together 
Friends long lost in sunny weather, 
With an hundred offices 
Beautiful and blest as these. 

Softly talcest thou the crown 
From my haughty temples down : 
Place It on thine own pale brow, — 
Pleasure wears one, — why not thou ? 

Let the blossoms glitter there 
On thy long unhanded hair. 
And, when I have borne my pain, 
Thou wilt give me them again. 




Discipline. 



DISCIPLINE. 

J^^HROW away thy rod, 
^y|5S Throw away thy wrath, 
*****' O my God, 

Take the gentle path ! 

For my heart's desire 
Unto thine is bent : 

I aspire 
To a full consent. 



Though I fail, I weep : 
Though I hale in pace. 

Yet I creep 
To the throne of grai;c. 

Throw away thy rod : 
Though man frailties hath. 

Thou art God, 
Throw away thy wrath ! 
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Under the Cross* 



UNDER THE CROSS. 




CANNOT, cannot say — 
Out of my bruised and breaking 
heart — 
Storm-driven along a thorn-set way, 

While blood-drops start 
From every pore, as I drag on, — 

Thy will, O God, be done ! '* 



cc 



I thought, but yesterday. 
My will was one with God's dear will ; 
And that it would be sweet to say, — 

Whatever ill 
My happy state should smite upon,— - 

Thy will, my God, be done I " 
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But I was weak and wrong, 
Both weak of soul and wrong of heart ; 
And Pride alone in me was strong. 

With cunning art 
To cheat me in the golden sun. 

To say, "God's will be done I** 



Under the Cratt. 21 

O shadow, drear and cold. 
That frights me out of foolish pride ; 

flood, that through my bosom rolled 

Its billowy tide, — 

1 said, till ye your power made known, 

*' God's will, not mine, be done I " 

Now, feint and sore afraid, 
Under my cross — heavy and rude — 
My idols in the ashes laid. 

Like ashes strewed. 
The holy words my pale lips shun, — 

" O God, thy will be done I " 

Pity my woes, O God ! 
And touch my will with thy warm breath ; 
Put in my trembling hand thy rod. 

That quickens death ; 
That my dead laiih may feel thy sun. 

And say, " Thy will be done ! " 
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Grace. 



GRAC2. 




Y stuck lies dead, and no increase 
Doth my dull husbandry improve : 
Oh let thy graces without cease 
Drop from above ! 



If still the sun should hide his face, 

Thy house would but a dungeon prove, 
Thy works night's captives : Oh let grace 

Drop from above ! 

The dew doth every morning fall : 

And shall the dew outstrip thy dove ? 
The dew for which grass cannot call 

Drop from above ! 

Death is still working like a mole. 

And digs my grave at each remove : 
Let grace work too, and on my soul 

Drop from above ! 




Grace. 

Sin is still hammering my heart 

Unto a hardness void of love : 
Let suppling grace, to cross his art, 

Drop from above I 
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Oh come ! for thou dost know the way ; 

Or if to me thou wilt not move, 
Remove me where I need not say 

Drop from above I 
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Ilatfci 'MdOoq. 



lUOEI MAOOS. 




ONLY would be spent — in pain 
And loss, perchance — but not in 



vain. 



I am content to be so weak, — 
Put strength intp the words I speak, 
And I am strong in what I seek ! 

I am content to be so bare 

Before the archers ; everywhere 

My wounds being stroked by heavenly air. 

I am content to touch the brink 
Of pain's dark goblet, and I think 
My bitter drink a wholesome drink. 

Because my portion was assigned 
Wholesome and bitter — Thou art kind, 
And I am blessed to my mind. 



I KNOW — is all the mourner saith : — 
Knowledge by suffering entereth. 
And Life is perfected by Death. 

Gloiy to God — to God! he saith — 
Knowledge by suffering entereth, 
And Life is perfected by Death ! 
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The Angel of Patience. 



THE ANGEL OF PATIENCE. 

)^^SO weary hearts, to mourning homes, 
God's meekest Angel gently comes : 
No power has he to banish pain. 
Or give us back our lost again ; 
And yet, in tenderest love, our dear 
And Heavenly Father sends him here. 

There's quiet in that Angel's glance. 
There's rest in his still countenance ! 
He mocks no grief with idle cheer, 
Nor wounds with words the mourner's ear ; 
But ills and woes he may not cure 
He kindly trains us to endure. 



Angel of Patience ! sent to calm 
Our feverish brows with cooling palm ; 
To lay the storms of hope and fear. 
And reconcile life's smile and tear ; 
The throbs of wounded grief to still. 
And make our own our Father's will ! 



Tht Angel of Patience. 

O thou who moumest on thy way. 
With longings for the close of day , 
He walks with ihee, that Angel kind. 
And gently whispers, " Be resigned : 
Bear up, bear on, the end shall tell 
The dear Lord ordereth all things well ! 
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Via Cruets Via Lucis. 




VIA CRUCIS VIA LUCIS. 

HROUGH night to light! — And 

though to mortal eyes 

Creation's face a pall of horror wear) 

Good cheer ! good cheer ! The gloom of 

midnight flies ; 

Then shall a sunrise follow, mild and fair. 

Through storm to calm ! — And though his 
thunder-car 
The rumbling tempest drive through earth 
and sky, 
Good cheer! good cheer! The elemental 
war 
Tells that a blessed, healing hour is nigh. 

Through frost to spring! — And though the 
biting blast 
Of Eurus stiflFen nature's juicy veins. 
Good cheer! good cheer! When winter^s 
wrath is past. 
Soft-murmuring spring breathes sweetly 
o'er the plains. 



yia Crucii Fia Lucit, 29 

Through strife to peace ! — And though, 
with bristling front, 
A thousand frightful deaths encompass 
thee, 
Good cheer! good cheer! Brave thou the 
battle's brunt 
For the peace-march and song of victory. . 

Through toil to sleep ! — And though the 
sultry noon. 
With heavy, drooping wing, oppress thee 
now, 
Good cheer ! good cheer ! The cool of 
evening soon 
Shall lull to sweet repose thy weary brow. 

Through cross to crown I — And though 
thy spirit's life 
Trials untold assail with giant strength, 
Good cheer ! good cheer ! Soon ends the 
bitter strife. 
And thou shale reign in peace with Christ 
at length. 

Through woe to joy ! — And though at 
morn thou weep, 
And though the midnight find thee weep- 
ing still. 
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Via Cruets Via Luc is. 



Good cheer ! good cheer ! The Shepherd 
loves his sheep ; 
Resign thee to the watchful Father's will. 

Through death to life ! — And through 
this vale of tears, 
And through this thistle-field of life, 
ascend 
To the great supper in that world whose 
years 
Of bliss unfading, cloudless, know no 
end. 



Cheerfulness Taught by Reason. 31 




CHEERFULNESS TAUGHT BY REASON. 

THINK we are too ready with 
complaint 
In this fair world of God's. Had 
we no hope 
Indeed beyond the zenith and the slope 
Of yon gray blank of sky, we might be 

faint 
To muse upon eternity's constraint 

Round our aspirant souls. But since the 

scope 
Must widen early, is it well to droop, 
For a few days consumed in loss and taint ? 
O pusillanimous Heart, be comforted, — 
And, like a cheerful traveller, take the 
road. 
Singing beside the hedge. What if the 
bread 
Be bitter in thine inn, and thou unshod 
To meet the flints ? — At least it may be 
said, 
^' Because the way is shorty I thank thee, 
God ! " 
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Victorious Faith. 




VICTORIOUS FAITH. 

CANNOT hide that some have 

striven, 
Achieving calm, to whom was given 
The joy that mixes man with heaven : 

Who^ rowing hard against the stream, 
Saw distant gates of Eden gleam, 
And did not dream it was a dream : 

But heard, by secret transport led. 
Even in the charnels of the dead. 
The murmur of the fountain-head : 

Which did accomplish their desire. 
Bore and forbore, and did not tire. 
Like Stephen, an unquenched fire. 



He heeded not reviling tones. 
Nor sold his heart to idle moans. 
Though cursed and scorned, and hissed with 
stones : 



Victorious Faith, 
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But looking upward, full of grace, 
He prayed, and from a happy place 
God's glory smote him on the face. 
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The Kingdom of God. 




THE KINGDOM OF GOD. 

SAY to thee, do thou repeat 

To the first man thou mayest meet, 

In lane, highway, or open street, — 



That he, and we, and all men, move 

Under a canopy of Love, 

As broad as the blue sky above : 

That doubt and trouble, fear and pain, 
And anguish, all are shadows vain; 
That death itself shall not remain : 



That weary deserts we may tread, 
A dreary labyrinth may thread, 
Through dark ways underground be led : 

Yet, if we will our Guide obey. 
The dreariest path, the darkest way. 
Shall issue out in heavenly day. 



The Kingdam of Qod. 3; 

And we, on divers shores now cast, 
Shall meet, our perilous voyage past. 
All in our Father's home at last. 

And ere thou leave him, say thou this. 
Yet one word more ; They only miss 
The winning of that final bliss. 

Who will not count it true that love. 
Blessing, not cursing, rules above, 
And that in it we live and move. 

And one thing further make him know,— 
That to believe these things are so, 
This firm faith never to forego. 

Despite of ail which seems at strife 
With blessing, all with curses rife,^ 
That this it blessing, this is life. 
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A World without God. 



A WORLD WITHOUT GOD. 




'£R throngs of men around I cast 
mine eyes, 
While each to separate work his 
hand apph'es \ 
The mean who toil for food, the proud for 

fame, 
And crowds by custom led, with scarce an 
aim. 



Here busy dwarfs gigantic shadows chase. 
As if they thus could grow a giant race ; 
Unknowing what they are, they fain would 

be 
Such empty dreams as in their sleep they 

see. 

Or torn by passion, swoln with falsest pride. 
Betrayed by doubt that mocks each surer 

guide, 
The rebel heart, in self-enthroned disdain. 
Its lawless weakness boasts, and penal pain. 




A World without God. 3; 

And yet, O God ! within each darkened 

soul 
Is life aJdn to thy creation's whole. 
That needs but will to see, and straight 

would And 
The world one frame for one pervading 

Mind. 

In all things round one sacred Power would 

know, 
From Thcc diffused through all thy works 

below ; 
In every breath of life would hear thy call* 
And All discern in Each, and Thee in All. 

A truth too vast for spirits lost in sloth, 
By self-indulgence marred of nobler growth. 
Who bear about, in impotence and shame, 
Their human reason's visionary name. 

Oh ] grant the crowds of earth may read 

thy plan. 
And strive to reach the hope designed for 

man ; 
Though now, shorn, stunted, twisted, 

withered, spent. 
We dare not dream how high thy love's 

intent. 
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A World without Qod. 



Oh, God ! 'twere more than life to moulder- 
ing dust, 

The hour that kindled men to thoughtful 
trust — 

That taught our hearts to seek thy right- 
eous will, 

And so with love thy wisdom's task fulfil. 

Redeemed from fear, and washed from lust- 
ful blot, 
By'^feith we then might rise above our lot. 
And like thy chosen few, restored within. 
By hearts as morning pure might conquer 
sin ! 



Muil ihall end tn Qeed. 



EVIL SHALL END IN GOOD. 

^^^H H, yet we trust that somehow good 
&^^£ Will be the final goal of ill, 
^^^ To pangs of nature, sins of will. 
Defects of doubt and taints of blood ; 

That nothing walks with aimless feet ; 
That not one life shall be destroyed, 
Or cast as rubbish to the void. 

When God hath made the pile complete ; 

That not a worm is cloven in vain ; 
That not 2 moth with vain desire 
Is shrivelled in a fruitless Are, 

Or but subserves another's gain. 



Behold, we know not anything; 
I can but trust that good shall fall 
At last^far off — at last, to all. 

And every winter change to spring. 
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Evil shall end in Good. 



So runs my dream : but what am I ? 
An infant crying in the night : 
An infant crying for the light: 

And with no language but a cry. 



The wish, that of the living whole 
No life may fail beyond the grave, 
Derives it not from what we have 

The likest God within the soul ? 



Are God and Nature then at strife, 
That Nature lends such evil dreams ? 
So careful of the type she seems. 

So careless of the single lifej 

That I, considering everywhere 
Her secret meaning in her deeds. 
And finding that of fifty seeds 

She often brings but one to bear, 

I fidter where I firmly trod. 

And falling with my. weight of cares 
Upon the great world's altar-stairs. 

That slope through darkness up to God, 

I stretch lame hands of faith, and grope. 
And gather dust and chafF, and call 



Evil shall end in Gcod. 

To what I feci is Lord of all, 
And faintly trust the lai^er hope. 



" So careful of the type ? " but no. 
From scarped clifF and quarried stone 
She cries, " A thousand types are gone : 

I care for nothing, all shall go. 

" Thou malcest thine appeal to me : 
I bring to life, I bring to death : 
The spirit does but mean the breath : 

I know no more." And he, shall he, 

Man, her last work, who seemed so fiair. 
Such splendid purpose in his eyes. 
Who rolled the psalm to wintry skies. 

Who built him fiines of fruitless prayer, 

Who trusted God was love indeed. 
And love Creation's final law^ 
Though Nature, red in tooth and claw 

With ravine, shrieked gainst his creed — 

Who loved, who suffered countless ills. 
Who battled for the True, the Just, 
Be blown about the desert dust, 

Or sealed within the iron hills ? 
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Evil shall end in Q-ood, 



No more? A monster then, a dream, 
A discord. Dragons of the prime. 
That tare each other in their slime. 

Were mellow music matched with him. 



Oh life as futile, then, as frail ! 

Oh for thy voice to soothe and bless I 
What hope of answer, or redress ? 

Behind the veil, behind the veil! 
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OPPOSITIONS OF SCIENCE FALSELY 

SO CALLED. 

TRUST I have not wasted breath : 
I think we are not wholly brain, 
Magnetic mockeries ; not in vain, 
Like Paul with beasts, I fought with Death. 

Not only cunning casts in clay : 

Let Science prove we are, and then 
What matters Science unto men, — 

At least to me ? — I would not stay. 

Let him, the wiser man who springs 
Hereafter up from childhood shape 
His action like the greater ape. 

But I was born to other things. 
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Through a Glass darkly. 



THROUGH A GLASS DARKLY. 




HE human spirits saw I on a day. 
Sitting and looking each a different 
way ; 

And hardly tasking, subtly questioning, 
Another spirit went around the ring 
To each and each : and as he ceased his say. 
Each after each, I heard them singly sing. 
Some querulously high, some softly, sadly 

low. 
We know not, — what avails to know ? 
We know not, — wherefore need we know ? 
This answer gave they still unto his suing, — 
We know not, let us do as we are doing. 



Dost thou not know that these things only 

seem ? 
I know not, let me dream my dream. 
Are dust and ashes fit to make a treasure ? 
I know not, let mc take my pleasure. 
What shall avail the knowledge thou hast 

sought ? 
I know not, let me think my thought. 
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What is the end of strife ? 

I know not, let me live my life» 

How many days or e*er thou meanest to 

move? 
I know not, let me love my love. 
Were not things old once new ? 
I know not, let me do as others do^ 
And when the rest were overpast, 
I know not, I will do my duty, said the 

last. 

Thy duty do ? rejoined the voice. 
Ah do it, do it, and rejoice ; 
But shalt thou then, when all is done. 
Enjoy a love, embrace a beauty 
Like these, that may be seen and won 
In life, whose course will then be run ; 
Or wilt thou be where there is none ? 
I know not, I will do my duty. 

And taking up the word around, above, 

below. 
Some querulously high, some softly, sadly 

low. 
We know not, sang they all, nor ever need 

we know 1 
We know not, sang they, what avails to 

know ? 
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Whereat the questioning spirit, some short 

space, 
Though unabashed, stood quiet in his place. 
But as the echoing chorus died away 
And to their dreams the rest returned apace. 
By the one spirit I saw him kneeling low. 
And in a silvery whisper heard him say : 
Truly, thou knowst not, and thou ncedst 

not know ; 
Hope only, hope thou, and believe alway. 
I also know not, and I need not know. 
Only with questionings pass I to and fro. 
Perplexing these that sleep, and in their 

folly 
Imbreeding doubt and sceptic melancholy ; 
Till that their dreams deserting, they with 

me. 
Come all to this true ignorance and thee. 



FAITH. 
Snow Reverence is the bond for 



liiTniiiT With all of best his eyes discern ; 
Love teaches more than Doctrine 



And no pure Hope will vainly 

YEARN. 



But all from depths of mystery grows 
Which hide from us the root of things ; 

And good beyond what Science knows 
To man his Faith's high reason brings. 

To thee, to all, my sinking voice. 

Beloved ! would fain once more proclaim, 

In Christ alone mayst thou rejoice, 
Deceived by every other name. 

In all but Him our sins have been, 
And wanderings -dark of doubtful mind; 

In Him alone on earth is seen 
God's perfect will for all mankind^ 
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The shadows round me close and press. 
But still that radiant orb I see, 

And more I seem its light to bless 
Than aught near worlds could give to m 

As light and warmth to noontide hours. 
To sweetest voices tuneful songs, 

And as to summer fields the flowers, 
So heaven to heavenly souls belongs. 



THE TWO VOICES. 

THE HCOND TOICI. 

SECOND voice was at mine ear, 

A little whisper silver-clear, 

A murmur, " Be of better cheer." 



As from some blissful neighborhood, 

A notice faintly understood, 

** I see the end, and know the good," 

A little hint to solace woe, 

A hint, a whisper breathing low, 

*■ I may not speak of what I know." 

Like an ^olian harp that wakes 

No certain air, but overtakes 

Far thought with music that it makes. 

Such seemed the whisper at my side : 

** What is it thou knowest, sweet voice ? " 

I cried : 
*' A hidden hope," the voice replied : 
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so Tht Tvja y<iUis. 

So heavenly- toned, that in that hour 
From out my sullen heart a power 
Broke, like the rainbow from the shower. 

To feel, although no tongue can prove. 
That every cloud that spreads above, 
And veileth love, itself is love. 

And forth into the fields I went. 
And Nature's living motion lent 
The pulse of hope to discontent. 

I wondered at the bounteous hours, 
The slow result of winter showers : 
You scarce could see the grass for flowers. 

I wondered, while I paced along : 

The woods were filled so full with song, 

There seemed no room for sense of wrong. 

So variously seemed all things wrought, 
I marvelled how the mind was brought 
To anchor by one gloomy thought ; 

And wherefore rather I made choice 
To commune with that barren voice, 
Than him that said " Rejoice I rejoice ! " 



The BlusioH '$f Life. 
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THE ILLUSION OF LIFE. 




YSTERIOUS Night! when our 
first parent knew 
Thee, from report divine, and 
heard thy name. 
Did he not tremble for this lovely frame, 
This glorious canopy of light and blue ? 
Yet 'neath a curtain of translucent dew. 
Bathed in the rays of the great setting 

flame, 
Hesperus with the host of heaven came. 
And, lo I creation widened in man's view. 
Who could have thought such darkness lay 
concealed 
Within thy beams, O Sun ? or who could 
find. 
Whilst fly and leaf and insect stood re- 
vealed, 
That to such countless orbs thou mad'st 
us blind ? 
Why do we, then, shun death with anxious 

strife ? 
If light can thus deceive, wherefore not life ? 
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A CITY THAT HATH FOUNDATIONS. 



^i=g^ HEREFORE, O friend, I would 
not, if I might, 
Rebuild my house of lies, wherein 
I joyed 
One time to dwell : my soul shall walk in 
white. 
Cast down, but not destroyed. 

Therefore in patience I possess my soul ; 

Yea, therefore as a flint I set my face. 
To pluck down, to build up again the 
whole — 

But in a distant place. 



These thorns are sharp, yet I can tread on 
them; 
This cup is loathsome, yet He makes it 
sweet ; 
My face is steadfast toward Jerusalem, 
My heart remembers it. 
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I lift the hanging hands, the feeble knees — 
I, precious more than seven times molten 
gold — 

Until the day when From his storehouses 
God shall bring new and old ; 

Beauty for ashes, oil of joy for grief, 
Garment of praise for spirit of heaviness ; 

Although to-day I &de as doth a leaf, 
I languish and grow less. 

Although to-day he prunes my twigs with 
pain. 
Yet doth his blood nourish and warm 
my root : 
To-morrow I shall put forth buds again. 
And clothe myself with fruit. 

Although to-day I walk in tedious ways, 
To^ay his staiF is turned into a rod, . 

Yet will I wait for him the appointed 
days. 
And stay upon my God. 



Piato and Chrht. 



PLATO AND CHRIST. 

RETHINKS, O Sage, a nobler lore 
than thine 
More stead^t comfort gives and 
holier peace ; 
And I am fed by wisdom more divine 
Than e'er inspired melodious tongues of 
Greece. 

On other shores, beneath more eastern 

skies, 

Thy faith was once proclaimed from age 

to age. 

Not sealed a treasure for the proudly wise, 

But spread a people's common heritage : 

In saint and prophet burnt with keener 
flame 
Than e'er illumed thy gracious soul's 
delight ; 
In children's words, in songs of ancient 
fame 
Was known, ennobled many a festal rite. 
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And all that Athens breathed of high and 
true. 
With soaring thought and finely moulded 
speech. 
In our dear Lord to act and being grew. 
Whose life was more than words could 
ever teach. 

A heart that beat for every human woe, 
A choice in holiest purpose pure and 
strong, 
A truth, sole morning-light of all be- 
low, 
A love triumphant over deadliest wrong. 

In Him thy God, O Plato, dwelt on 

earth. 

An open presence, clear of eanhly ill ; 

The lite which drew from him its heavenly 

birth 

In all who seelc renews his perfect will. 

So have we sufferings, so a trust lilce 
his. 
So large repentance, bom with many a 
throe. 
So zeal untired to better all that is, 
And peace of spirit even here below. 



56 



Plato and Christ. 



Then be it mine the cross with him to 
bear. 
And leave the flowery shades of Academe ; 
With him go mourning through the infected 
air 
Of grief and sin, and drink his bitter 
stream. 



So clearness, meekness, and unfaltering 
might, 
Ungained, though bravely sought, O 
Sage, by thee. 
Shall be my starry chaplet in the^ night, 
And in the coming dawn my crown 
shall be. 



Tbty art all gene. 



THEY ARE ALL GONE. 
^^^3H£Y are all gone into the world of 

«**** And I alone sit lingering here I 
Their very memory is feir and bright, 
And my sad thoughts doth clear. 

It glows and glitters in my cloudy breast 
Like stars upon some gloomy grove. 
Or those feint beams in which this hill is drest 
After the sun's remove. 



I see them walking in an air of glory. 

Whose light doth trample on my days; 
My days, which are at best but dull and 
hoary. 
Mere glimmering and decays, 

O holy hope ! and high humility ! 
High as the heavens above ! 
These are your walks, and you have showed 
them me 
To kindle my cold love. 



58 Thty art all gene. 

Dear, beauteous death, the jewel of the 
just, 
Shining nowhere but in the dark, 
What mysteries do lie beyond thy dust. 
Could man outlook that mark ! 

He that hath found some fledged bird's nest 
may know 
At first sight if the bird be flown ; 
But what fair dell or grove he sings in 
now. 
That is to him unknown. 

And yet, as angels in some brighter dreams 
Call to the soul when man doth sleep. 
So some strange thoughts transcend our 
wonted themes. 
And into glory peep. 

If a star were confined into a tomb. 

Her captive flames must needs bum 
there ; 
But when the hand that locked her up gives 
room, 
She'll shine through all the sphere. 

O Father of eternal life, and all 
Created glories under thee ! 



They are all gone. 



Resume my spint from this world of thrall 
Into true liberty ! 



Either disperse these mists, which blot and 
fiU 
My perspective still as they pass i 
Or else remove me hence unto that hill 
Where 1 shall need no glass. 



DIES IRM. 

J*gnIE5 irx, dies ilia, 
i^MnjP Solvet sxclum in favitla, 
fr j * ^" Teste David cum Sibylla. 

Quantus tremor est futurus^ 
Quando judex est venturus, 
Cuncta stricte discussurus ! 

Tuba mirum spargens sonum 
Per sepulcra region um, 
Coget omnes ante thronum. 

Mors stupebit, et natura, 
Cum resurget creatura, 
Judicanti responsura. 



Liber scriptus proferetur. 
In quo totum continctur 
Unde mundus judicetur. 



Judex cTgp cum sedebit, 
Quidquid latct apparebit. 
Nil inultum remancbit. 

Quid sum miser tunc dicturus. 
Quern patronum rogaturus. 
Cum vix Justus sit securus ! 

Rex tremendse majestatts, 
Qui salvandos salras gratis, 
Salva me, fons pietatis ! 

Rccordare, Jesu pie. 
Quod sum causa tuse vis, 
Ne me pcrdas ilia die. 

Quxrcns me scdisti lassus, 
Redemisti crucem passus : 
Tantus labor non sit cassus ] 

Juste judex uttionis, 
Donum fac remissionis. 
Ante diem rationis. 

Ingemisco tanquam reus. 
Culpa rubet vultus meus, 
Supplicanti parcc^ Dcus \ 



Ditt Irm. 

Qui Mariam absolvisti, 
£c latranem exaudisti, 
Mihi quoque spem dcdistL 

Preces me% non sunt dignse^ 
Scd tu bonus he benigne, 
Ne perenni crcmer ignc. 

Inter oves locum przsta, 
£c ab hoedis me sequestra, 
Statucns in parte dextra. 

Confutatis maledictis, 
Flammis acribus addictis, 
Voca me cum benedictii. 

Oro supplcx ct acclinis. 
Cor contritum, quasi cinis t 
Gere curam mei finis. 

Lacrimosa dies ilia, 
Qua resurget ex £ivilla, 
Judicandut homo reus : 
Huic ergo parce, Deus! 

Pie Jcsu, Dominc, dona eis requiem ! 
Amtn. 
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LIFE SHALL LIVE FOR EVERMORE. 

Y own dim life should teach me 
this — 
That life shall live for evermore, — 
Else earth is darkness at the core, 
And dust and ashes all that is ; 

This round of green, this orb of flame, 
Fantastic beauty \ such as lurks 
In some wild Poet, when he works 

Without a conscience or an aim. 

What then were God to such as I ? 

'Twere hardly worth my while to choose 
Of things all mortal, or to use 

A little patience ere I die. 

'Twere best at once to sink to peace. 

Like birds the charming serpent draws. 
To drop head-foremost in the jaws 

Of vacant darkness, and to cease. 
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Yet if some voice that man could trust 
Should murmur from the narrow 

house, 
** The cheeks drop in j the body 
bows ; 
Man dies ; nor is there hope in dust " : 

Might I not say ? ** Yet even here, 

But for one hour, O Love, I strive 
To keep so sweet a thing alive " : 

But I should turn mine ears and hear 

The moanings of the homeless sea. 

The sound of streams that, swift or 

slow. 
Draw down Ionian hills, and sow 

The dust of continents to be : 



And Love would answer, with a sigh, 
** The sound of that forgetful shore 
Will change my sweetness more and 
more. 

Half dead to know that I shall die." 

Oh me ! what profits it to put 

An idle case ? If Death were seen 
At first as Death, Love had not been, 

Or been in narrowest working shut, 
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Mere fellowship of sluggish moods, 
Or^ in his coarsest Satyr-shape, 
Had bruised the herb and crushed the 
grape. 

And basked and battened in the woods. 
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THE TWO ANGELS. 

WO angels, one of Life and one of 
Death, 
Passed o'er our village as the 
morning broke; 
The dawn was on their faces, and beneath. 
The sombre houses hearsed with plumes 
of smoke. 




Their attitude and aspect were the same, 
Alike their features and their robes of 
white ; 
But one was crowned with amaranth, as 
with flame. 
And one with asphodels, like flakes of 
light. 



I saw them pause on their celestial way ; 
Then said I, with deep fear and doubt 
oppressed, 
** Beat not so loud, my heart, lest thou 
betray 
The place where thy beloved are at rest I " 
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And he who wore the crown of asphodels^ 
Descending, at my door began to knock^ 

And my soul sank within me, as in wells 
The waters sink before an eanhquake's 
shock, 

I recognized the nameless agony, 

The terror and the tremor and the pain. 

That oft before had filled or haunted me, 
And now returned with threefold strength 



The door I opened to my heavenly guest. 
And listened, for I thought I heard God's 
voice i 

And, knowing whatsoe'er he sent was best. 
Dared neither to lament nor to rejoice. 

Then with a smile, that filled the house 
with light, 
*' My errand is not Death, but Life,", he 
said ; 
And ere I answered, passing out of sight. 
On his celestial embassy he sped. 

'Twas at thy door, O friend I and not at 
mine. 
The angel with the amaranthine wreath. 
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The Two Angels. 



Pausing, descended, and with voice divine. 
Whispered a word that had a sound like 
Death. 

Then fell upon the house a sudden gloom, 
A shadow on those features fair and thin ; 

And softly, from that hushed and darkened 
room. 
Two angels issued, where but one went in. 

All is of God ! If he but wave his hand. 

The mists collect, the rain falls thick 

and loud> 

Till, with a smile of light on sea and land, 

Lo ! he looks back from the departing 

cloud. 



Angels of Life and Death alike are his ; 
Without his leave they pass no threshold 
o'er; 
Who, then, would wish or dare, believing 
this, 
Against his messengers to shut the door ? 



THE PAST. 

Sn^HOU unrelenting Put! 

j^^^ Strong arc the barriers round thy 

^*'** dark domain^ 

And fetters, sure and bst, 
Hold all that enter thy unbreathing reign. 

Far in thy realm withdrawn 
Old empires sit in sullenness and gloom, 

And glorious ages gone 
Lie deep within the shadow of thy womb. 

Childhood, with all its mirth. 
Youth, Manhood, Age, that draws us to 
the ground. 

And last, Man's Life on earth. 
Glide to thy dim dominions, and are bound. 

Thou hast my better years. 
Thou base my earlier friends, the good, 
the kind. 

Yielded to thee with tears — 
The venerable form, the exalted mind. 
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My spint yearns to bring 
The lost ones back — yearns with desire 
intense, 
And stru^lcs hard to wring 
Thy bolts apart, and pluclc thy captives 
thence. 

In vain — thy gates deny 
All passage save to those who hence depart ; 

Nor to the streaming eye 
Thou giv'st them back, nor to the broken 
heart. 

In thy abysses hide 
Beauty and excellence unknown ; to thee 

Earth's wonder and her pride 
Are gathered, as the waters to the sea ; 

Labors of good to man. 
Unpublished charity, unbroken faith ; 

Love, that midst grief began. 
And grew with years, and faltered not in 
death. 

Full many a mighty name 
Lurks in thy depths, unuttered, unrevcred ; 

With thee are silent fome, 
Forgotten arts, and wisdom disappeared. 
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Thine for a space are they — 
Yet shalt thou yield thy treasures up at 
last i 

Thy gates shall yet give way. 
Thy bolts shall fall, inexorable Past ! 

AH that of good and fair 
Has gone into thy womb from earliest time, 

Shall then come forth to wear 
The glory and the beauty of its prime. 

They have not perished — no! 
Kind words, remembered voices once so 
sweet. 

Smiles, radiant long ago, 
And features, the great soul's appuent seat. 

All shall come back, each tie 
Of pure affection shall be knit again j 

Alone shall Evil die. 
And Sorrow dwell a prisoner in thy reign. 

And then shall I behold ' 
Him, by whose kind paternal side I sprung, 

And her, who, still and cold, 
Fills the next grave — the beautiful and 
young. 



72 



Mortality. 




MORTALITY. 

''AND WE SHALL BE CHANGED.'' 

»E dainty mosses, lichens gray. 
Pressed each to each in tender 
fold, 

And peacefully ' thus, day by day, 
Returning to your mould ; 

Brown leaves, that with aerial grace 

Slip from your branch like birds a-wing. 

Each leaving in the appointed place 
Its bud of future spring; — 

If we, God's conscious creatures, knew 
But half your faith in our decay. 

We should not tremble as we do 
When summoned clay to clay. 

But with an equal patience sweet 
We should put off this mortal gear. 

In whatsoe'er new form is meet 
Content to reappear; — 



MartaUty. ■ 

Knowing each germ of life He gives 
Must hare in him its source and rise, 

Being that of his being lives 
May change, but never dies. 

Ye dead leaves, dropping soft and slew. 
Ye mosses green and lichens fair, 

Go to your graves, as I will go. 
For God is also there. 
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Life, 



LIFE. 




MADE a posie while the day ran 

by : 
Here will I smell my remnant out, 

and tie 
My life within this band : 
But time did beckon to the flowers, and 

they 
By noon most cunningly did steal away, 
And withered in my hand. 



My hand was next to them, and then my 

heart; 
I took, without more thinking, in good 
part 
Time's gentle admonition. 
Who did so sweetly death's sad taste con- 
vey, 
Making my mind to smell my fatal day. 
Yet sug'ring the suspicion. 



Ufi. 
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Farewell, dear flowers ! sweetly your time 

ye spent. 
Fit while ye lived for smell or ornament. 

And after death for cures : 
I follow straight, without complaints or 

grief, 
Since if my scent be good, I care not if 
It be as short as yours ! 
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THOU THAT KNOW'ST FOR WHOM I 

MOURN. 




HOU that know'st for whom I 
mourn, 
And why these tears appear, 
That keep'st account, till the return. 

Of all his dust, left here ; 
As easily thou might*st prevent. 

As now produce, these tears. 
And add, unto that day he went, 

A fair supply of years. 
But 'twas my sin that forced thy hand 

To cull this primrose out. 
That by thy early choice forewarned 

My soul might look about. 
For thou hast placed in man's outside 

Death to the common eye. 
That heaven within him might abide 

And close eternity. 
Thus, Lord, I see my gain is great, 

My loss but little to it ; 
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Yet something more I must entreat. 

And only thou canst do it. 
O let me, like him, know my end, 

And be as glad to find it. 
And whatsoe'er thou shalt commend. 

Still let thy servant mind it ! 
Then make my soul white as bis own. 

My fiaith as pure and steady. 
And deck me. Lord, with the same crown 

That has crowned him ah^ady. 
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DEAR FRIEND, FAR OFF, MY LOST 

DESIRE. 

EAR friend, far off, my lost desire, 
So &r, so near, in woe and 
weal ; 

Oh, loved the most when most I feel 
There is a lower and a higher ; 

Known and unknown, human, divine ! 
Sweet human hand and lips and eye. 
Dear heavenly friend that canst not 
die. 

Mine, mine, forever, ever mine I 

Strange friend, past, present, and to be. 
Loved deeplier, darklier understood ; 
Behold I dream a dream of good 

And mingle all the world with thee. 

Thy voice is on the rolling air j 

I hear thee where the waters run ; 
Thou standest in the rising sun, 

And in the setting thou art fair. 



Dtar Fritndy/ar tff^ my ktf Desirt, 79 

What art thou^ then 7 I cannot guess ; 
But though I seem in star and flower 
To feel thee, some diffusive power, 

I do not therefore love thee less. 

Far off thou art, but ever nigh ; 

I have thee still, and I rejoice ; 

I prosper, circled with thy voice j 
I shall not lose thee, though I die. 



CONSOLATION. 

gLL are not taken I there are left 

behind 
' Living beloveds, tender looks to 
bring, 

And make the daylight still a happy thing, 
And tender voices, to make soft the wind. 
. But if it were not so — if I could find 
No love in all the world for comforting. 
Nor any path but hollowly did ring. 
Where '* dust to dust " the love from life 

disjoined — 
And if before those sepulchres unmoving 
I stood alone, (as some forsaken lamb 
Goes bleating up the moors in weary 

dearth) 
Crying " Where are ye, O my loved and 

loving ? " 
I know a voice would sound, ** Daughter, 

I AM. 

Can I suffice for Hsaven, and not for 
earth?" 



Risignatton. 
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RESIGNATION. 

HERE is no flock, however watched 
, and tended, 
But one dead lamb is there ! ' 
There is no fireside, howsoe'er defended, 
But has one vacant chair ! 




The air is full of farewells to the dying. 

And mournings for the dead; 
The heart of Rachel, for her children crying. 

Will not be comforted ! 



Let us be patient! These severe afflictions 

Not from the ground arise, . 
3ut oftentimes celestial benedictions 

Assume this dark disguise. 






We see but dimly through the mists and 
vapors 
Amid these earthly damp» 
What seem to us but sad, funereal tapers 
May be heaven's distant lamps. 
6 



V' 
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Reiignatim. 



There is no Death I What seems so is 
transition : 

This life of mortal breath 
Is but a suburb of the life elysian, 

Whose portal we call Death. 

She is not dead, — the child of our affec- 
tion, — 
But gone unto that school 
Where she no longer needs our poor pro- 
tection, 
And Christ himself doth rule. 

In that great cloister's stillness and seclu- 
sion. 
By guardian angels led. 
Safe frora temptation, safe from sin's pollu- 
tion. 
She lives, whom we call dead. 

Day after day we thinic what she is doing 

In those bright realms of air ; 
Year after year, her tender steps pursuing. 

Behold her grown more lair. 



Thus do we wallc with her, and Iteep t 
broken 
The bond which nature gives, 
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Thinking that our remembrance, though un- 
spoken. 
May reach her where she lives. 

Not as a child shall we again behold her ; 

For when with raptures wild 
In our embraces we again enfold her, 

She will not be a child ; 

But a fair maiden, in her Father's mansion, 

Clothed with celestial grace ; 
And beautiful with all the soul's expansion 

Shall we behold her &ce. 

And though at times impetuous with emotion 

And anguish long suppressed. 
The swelling heart heaves moaning like the 
ocean, 

That cannot be at rest, — 

We will be patient, and assuage the feeling 

We may not wholly stay ; 
By silence sanctifying, not concealing, 

The grief that must have way. 
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THE FUTURE LIFE. 

OW shall I know thee in the sphere 
which keeps 
The disembodied spirits of the dead, 
When all of thee that time could wither 
sleeps, 
And perishes among the dust we tread ? 

For I shall feel the sting of ceaseless pain, 
If there I meet thy gentle presence not; 

Nor hear the voice I love, nor read again 
In thy serenest eyes the tender thought. 

Will not thy own meek heart demand me 

there ? 

That heart whose fondest throbs to me 

were given ? 

My name on earth was ever in thy prayer. 

And must thou never utter it in heaven ? 



In meadows fanned by heaven's life-breath- 
ing wind. 
In the resplendence of that glorious sphere. 
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And larger movements of the unfettered 
mind, 
Wilt thou forget the love that joined us 
here? 

The love that lived through all the stormy 
past, 

And meekly with my harsher nature bore, 
And deeper grew, and tenderer to the last. 

Shall it expire with life, and be no more ? 

A happier lot than mine, and larger light. 
Await thee there; for thou hast bowed 
thy will 

In cheerful homage to the rule of right. 
And lovest all, and renderest good for ill. 

For me, the sordid cares in which I dwell 
Shrink and consume my heart, as heat 
the scroll ; 
And wrath has left its scar — that fire of 
hell 
Has left its frightful scar upon my soul. 

Yet though thou wear'st the glory of the 
sky. 
Wilt thou not keep the same beloved 
name. 
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The Future Life. 



The same fair thoughtful brow, and gentle 
eye, 
Lovelier in heaven's sweet climate, yet 
the same? 



Shalt thou not teach me, in that calmer 

home. 

The wisdom that I learned so ill in 

this— 

The wisdom which is love — till I become 

Thy fit companion in that land of bliss ? 



The Alpine Sheep. 
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THE ALPINE SHEEP. 




ear 



your 



loss was 



HEN on my 
knelled, 
And tender sympathy upburst, 
A little spring from memory welled, 

Which once had quenched my bitter 
thirst. 



And I was foin to bear to you 
A portion of its mild relief, 

That it might be as cooling dew, 
To steal some fever from your grief. 



After our child's untroubled breath 
Up to the Father took its way. 

And on our home the shade of death 
Like a long twilight haunting lay, 

And friends came round, with us to weep 
Her little spirit's swift remove, 

The story of the Alpine sheep 
Was told to us by one we love. 



88 Tbt Alpine Sbetp. 

They, in the valley's sheltering care, 
Soon crop the meadow's tender prime, 

And when the sod grows brown and biare. 
The shepherd strives to malce them climb 

To airy shelves of pasture green 

That hang along the mountain's side. 

Where grass and flowers together lean. 
And down through mists the sunbeams 
slide. 

But nought can tempt the timid things 
The steep and rugged path to try, 

Though sweet the shepherd calls and sings. 
And seared below the pastures lie, — 

Till in his arms their lambs he takes, 

Along the dizzy verge to go. 
Then, heedless of the rifts and breaks. 

They follow on, o'er rock and snow. 

And in those pastures, lifted bir. 
More dewy soft than l<^land mead. 

The shepherd drops his tender care. 
And sheep and lambs together feed. 

This parable, by Nature breathed, 
Blew on me as the south wind free 
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O'er frozen brooks, that flow unsheathed 
From icy thraldom to the sea. 

A blissful vision, through the night, 
Would all my happy senses sway. 

Of the Good Shepherd on the height. 
Or climbing up the starry way. 

Holding our little lamb asleep,-^ 
While, like the murmur of the sea. 

Sounded that voice along the deep. 
Saying, " Arise, and follow me ! '* 
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Submission. 




SUBMISSION. 

HY will be done ! I will not fear 
The fate provided by thy love ; 
Though clouds and darkness shroud 
me here, 
I know that all is bright above. 

The stars of heaven are shining on, 

Though these frail eyes are dimmed with 
tears, 

And though the hopes of earth be gone. 
Yet are not ours the immortal years i 



^ 



Father I forgive the heart that clings, 
Thus trembling, to the things of time } 

And bid the soul, on angel wings, 
Ascend into a purer clime. 

There shall no doubts disturb its trust. 
No sorrows dim celestial love ; 

But these afflictions of the dust. 
Like shadows of the night, remove. 



The Return of Youth. 
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THE RETURN OF YOUTH. 




Y friend, thou sorrowest for thy 
golden prime, 
For thy fair youthful years, too 
swift of flight ; 
Thou musest, with wet eyes, upon the time 
Of cheerful hopes that filled the world 
with light, — 
Years when thy heart was bold, thy hand 
was strong. 
And quick the thought that moved thy 
tongue to speak. 
And willing fiuth was thine, and scorn of 
wrong 
Summoned the sudden crimson to thy 
cheek. 



Thou lookest forward on the coming days, 
' Shuddering to feel their shadow o'er thee 

creep ; 
A path, thick*set with changes and decays. 
Slopes downward to the place of common 

sleep ; 
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And they who walked with thee in life's 

first stage 
Leave one by one thy side, and, waiting 

near, 

Thou seest the sad companions of thy 

age,— 
Dull love of rest, and weariness and fear. 

Yet grieve thou not, nor think thy youth 
is gone. 
Nor deem that glorious season e'er could 
die. 
Thy pleasant youth, a little while with- 
drawn. 
Waits on the horizon of a brighter sky; 
Waits, like the morn, that folds her wing 
and hides. 
Till the slow stars bring back her dawn- 
ing hour ; 
Waits, like the vanished spring, that slum- 
bering bides 
Her own sweet time to waken bud and 
flower. 

There shall he welcome thee, when thou 
shalt stand 
On his bright morning hills, with smiles 
more sweet 



The Riturn of Touth. 
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Than when at first he took thee by the 
hand. 
Through the fair earth to lead thy tender 
feet. 
He shall bring back, but brighter, broader 
still. 
Life's early glory to thine eyes again. 
Shall clothe thy spirit with new strength, 
and fill 
Thy leaping heart with warmer love than 
then. 



Hast thou not glimpses, in the twilight 
here. 
Of mountains where immortal morn pre- 
vails ? 
Comes there not, through the silence, to 
thine ear 
A gentle rustling of the morning gales ; 
A murmur, wafted from that glorious shore, 
Of streams, that water banks forever fair, 
And voices of the loved ones gone before, 
More musical in that celestial air? 
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FOOTSTEPS OF ANGELS. 

HEN the hours of day are num- 
bered, 
And the voices of the night 
Wake the better soul, that slumbered, 
To a holy, calm delight; 

Ere the evening lamps are lighted. 
And, like phantoms grim and tall. 

Shadows from the fitful fire-light 
Dance upon the parlor wall ; 

Then the forms of the departed 

Enter at the open door ; 
The beloved, the true-hearted. 

Come to visit me once more.— 

He, the young and strong, who cherished 

Noble longings for the strife. 
By the road-side fell and perished. 

Weary with the march of life ! 

They, the holy ones and weakly. 
Who the cross of suffering bore, 
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Folded their pale hands so meekly, 
Spake with us on earth no more ! 

And with them the being beauteous, 
Who unto my youth was given, 

More than all things else to love me, 
And is now a saint in heaven. 

With a slow an4 noiseless footstep 
Comes that messenger divine. 

Takes the vacant chair beside me. 
Lays her gentle hand in mine. 

And she sits and gazes at me 

With those deep and tender eyes, 

Like the stars, so still and saint-like, 
Looking downward from the skies. 

Uttered not, yet comprehended. 
Is the spirit's voiceless prayer. 

Soft rebukes, in blessings ended. 
Breathing from her lips of air. 

Oh, though oft depressed and lonely, 

AH my fears are laid aside. 
If I but remember only 

Such as these have lived and died ! 
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COMMUNION WITH THE DEPARTED. 

OW pure at heart and sound in 

head, 
With what divine affections bold, 
Should be the man whose thought 
would hold 
An hour's communion with the dead ! 




In vain shalt thou, or any, call 

The spirits from their golden day. 
Except, like them, thou too canst say. 

My spirit is at peace with all. 

They haunt the silence of the breast. 
Imaginations calm and fair. 
The memory like a cloudless air. 

The conscience as a sea at rest: 

fiut when the heart is full of din. 

And doubt beside the portal waits. 
They can but listen at the gates. 

And hear the household jar within. 



An Angel in the House. 
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AN ANGEL IN THE HOUSE. 




OW sweet it were, if without feeble 

fright, 
Or dying of the dreadful beauteous 
sight, 
An angel came to us, and we could bear 
To see him issue from the silent air 
At evening in our room, and bend on ours 
His divine eyes, and bring us from his 

bowers 
News of dear friends, and children who 

have never 
Been dead indeed, — as we shall know for- 
ever. 
Alas ! we think not what we daily see 
About our hearths, — angels, that are to be, 
Or may be if they will, and we prepare 
Their souls and ours to meet in happy 

air, — 
A child, a friend, a wife whose soft heart 

sings 
In unison with ours, breeding its future 

wings. 

7 
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WORK OUT SALVATION. 

HOU hast, midst life's empty 
noises, 
Heard the solemn steps of time. 
And the low, mysterious voices 
Of another clime. 




Early hath life's mighty question 

Thrilled within thy heart of youth. 
With a deep and strong beseeching,— 
What, and where, is truth ? 



Not to ease and aimless quiet 

Doth the inward answer tend ; 
But to works of love and duty, 
As our being's end. 

Earnest toil and strong endeavor 

Of a spirit which within 
Wrestles with familiar evil 
And besetting sin. 



Work out Salvation. 

And without, with tireless vigor, 

Steady heart} and purpose strong, 
In the power of truth assailing 
Every form of wrong. 



760266 A 
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Employment, 
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EMPLOYMENT. 

F as a flower doth spread and die, 
Thou wouldst extend me to some 
good, 

Before I were by frost's extremity 
Nipt in the bud, 




The sweetness and the praise were thine. 
But the extension and the room. 
Which in thy garland I should fill, were 

mine 
At thy great doom. 

For as thou dost impart thy grace, 
The greater shall our glory be : 
The measure of our joys is in this place, 
The stuff with thee. 

Let me not languish then, and spend 
A life as barren to thy praise 
As is the dust to which that life doth tend. 
But with delays. 



Emflyment, loi 

All things are busy ; only I 
Neither bring honey with the bees, 
Nor ilfwers to malce that, nor the hus- 
bandry 
To water these. 

I am no link of thy great chain, 
But all my company is a weed : 
Lord, place me in thy concert, give one 
strain 
To my poor reed ! 
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THE SAME DULL TASK, AND WEARY 

WAY. 

AY after day, until to-day, 

[maged its fellows gone before ; 
The same dull task, the weary way, 
The weakness pardoned o'er and o'er; 

The thwarted thirst, too faintly felt, 
For joy's wellnigh forgotten life ; 

The impatient heart, which, when I knelt, 
Made of my worship barren strife. 

Ah, whence to-day's so sweet release ? 

This clearance light of all my care ; 
This conscience free, this fertile peace. 

These softly folded wings of prayer ; 

This calm and more than conquering love. 
With which the tempter dares not cope ; 

This joy that lifts no glance above. 

For faith too sure, too sweet for hope? 



7bt tame dull Tatk^ and weary Way. 103 

Oh, happy time, too happy change, 
It will not live, though fondly nursed I 

Sweet Day, which soon will seem as strange 
As now the Night which seems dispersed ! 

Adieu \ But, while my heart is warmed, 
Some heavenly promise let me make : 

Strong are those vows, and well performed, 
Which at such times we undertake. 
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IMPERFECTION OF HUMAN SYMPATHY. 




HY should we faint and fear to live 
alone, 
Since all alone, so Heaven has 
willed, we die, 
Nor even the tenderest heart, and next our 
own. 
Knows half the reasons why we smile 
and sigh? 



Each in his hidden sphere of joy or woe, 
Our hermit spirits dwell, and range apart \ 

Our eyes see all around, in gloom or glow. 
Hues of their own, fresh borrowed from 
the heart. 



And well it is for us our God should feel 
Alone our secret throbbings : so our 
prayer 
May readier spring to Heaven, nor spend 
its zeal 
On cloud-born idols of this lower air. 
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For if our heart in perfect sympathy 

Beat with another, answering love for 
love, 

Weak mortals all entranced on earth would lie, 
Nor listen for those purer strains above. 

Or what if Heaven for once its. searching 
light 
Lent to some partial eye, disclosing all 
The rude bad thoughts that in our bosom's 
night 
Wander at large, nor heed Love's gentle 
thraUf 

Who would not shun the dreary uncouth 
place ? 
As if, fond leaning where her infant slept, 
A mother's arm a serpent should embrace : 
So might we friendless live, and die un- 
wept. 

Then keep the softening veil in mercy 
drawn. 
Thou who canst love us, though thou 
read us true ; 
As on the bosom of the aerial lawn 

Melts in dim haze each coarse ungentle 
hue. 



I06 Imperfection of Human Sympathy, 

Thou know'st our bitterness — our joys are 

thine — 

No stranger Thou to all our wanderings 

wild : 

Nor could we bear to think, how every line 

Of us, thy darkened likeness and defiled. 

Stands in full sunshine of thy piercing eye, 
But that thou call'st us Brethren : sweet 
repose 
Is in that word — the Lord who dwells on 
high 
Knows all, yet loves us better than he 
knows. 



Th ne ^asitrii ! 



TU NE QUiESIERISI 

^^RNLY the present is thy part 2nd 

"^^ And happy thou> 
If, though thou didst not beat thy future 
brow. 
Thou coutdst well see 
What present things required of thee. 

God chains the dog till night : wilt loose 
the chain, 
And wake thy sorrow f 
Wilt thou forestall it, and now grieve to- 



And then again 
Grieve over freshly all thy pain } 

Either grief will not come, or if it must, 

Do not forecast : 
And while it cometh, it is almost past. 

Away distrust ! 
My God hath promised : he is just. 
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ANTICIPATION. 




OW beautiful the earth is still. 

To thee — how full of happiness ! 
How little fraught with real ill, 

Or unreal phantoms of distress ! 
How spring can bring thee glory, yet. 
And summer win thee to forget 

December's sullen time ! 
Why dost thou hold the treasure fast. 
Of youth's delight, when youth is past. 

And thou art near thy prime ? — 
When those who were thy own compeers, 
Equals in fortune and in years, 
Have seen their morning melt in tears. 

To clouded, smileless day : 
Blest, had they died untried and young. 
Before their hearts went wandering wrong. 
Poor slaves, subdued by passions strong, 

A weak and helpless prey I 



"Because, I hoped while they enjoyed. 
And, by fulfilment, hope destroyed : 



AnticipatitH. i< 

As children hope, with trustrul breast, 
I waited bliss — and cherished rest. 
A thoughtful spirit taught me, soon. 
That we must long till life be done j 
That every phase of earthly joy 
Must always fade, and always cloy. 

"This I foresaw — and would not chase 

The fleeting treacheries ; 
But, with firm foot and tranquil - face, 
Held backward from that tempting race. 
Gazed o'er the sands the waves efface, 

To the enduring seas : — 
There cast my anchor of desire. 

Deep in unlcnown eternity. 
Nor ever let my spirit tire, 

With looking for what it to ht! 

" It is hope's spell that glorifies, 
Like youth, to my maturer eyes, 
All Nature's million mysteries, 

The fearful and the fair : 
Hope soothes mc in the griefs I know. 
She lulls my pain for others' woe. 
And makes me strong to undergo 

What I am born to bear. 

" Glad comforter I will I not brave, 
Unawed, the darkness of the grave, ^ 



no 



Anticipation. 



Nay, smile to hear Death's billows rave, 

Sustained, my guide, by thee ? 
The more unjust seems present fate. 
The more my spirit swells elate. 
Strong, in thy strength, to anticipate 
Rewarding destiny ! " 



Carpe Diem ! 



CARPE DIEM1 

j^E live not in our moments or our 
years: 
The present we fling from us 
lilce the rind 
Of some sweet future, which we after 
find 
Bitter to taste, or bind that in with fears. 
And water it beforehand with our tears — 
Vain tears for that which never may 

arrive : 
Meanwhile the joy whereby we ought to 
live, 
Neglected, or unheeded, disappears. 

Wiser it were to welcome and make ours 

Whate'er of good, though small, the present 

brings — 

Kind greetings, sunshine, song of birds, 

and flowers. 

With a child's pure delight in little things ; 

And of the griefs unborn to rest secure, 

Knowing that mercy ever will endure. 
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STILL HOPE! STILL ACT! 

TILL hope ! still act ! Be sure that 
life, 
The source and strength of every 
good, 
Wastes down in feeling's empty strife. 
And dies in dreaming's sickly mood. 




To toil, in tasks however mean, 

For all we know of right and true,— 

In this alone our worth is seen, 
*Tis this we were ordained to do. 



So shalt thou find in work and thought 
The peace that sorrow cannot give ; 

Though grief's worst pangs to thee be taught. 
By thee let others noblier live. 

Oh, wail not in the darksome forest. 
Where thou must needs be left alone. 

But, e'en when memory is sorest. 
Seek out a path, and journey on ! 



Sti/l Hope ! Still Act ! 

Thou wilt have angels near above, 
By whom invisible aid is given : 

They journey still on taslcs of love. 
And never rest, except in heaven. 
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Work. 



WORK. 




^HAT are we set on earth for? 
Say, to toil — « 

Nor seek to leave thy tending of 
the vines, 
For all the heat o' the day, till it declines, 
And Death's mild curfew shall from work 

assoil. 
God did anoint thee with his odorous oil, 
To wrestle, not to reign j and He assigns 
All thy tears over, like pure crystallines. 
For younger fellow-workers of the soil 
To wear for amulets. So others shall 
Take patience, labor, to their heart and 

hand. 
From thy hand, and thy heart, and thy 

brave cheer, 
And God's grace fructify through thee to 

all. 
The least flower, with a brimming cup, 

may stand. 
And share its dew-drop with another near* 
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LOVE'S SELF-REPROACH. 

^^3^ HIS did not once so trouble me, 
^jSHThat better I could not love Thee ; 
*^***^ But now I feel and know 
That only when we love, we find 
How Far our hearts remain behind 
The love they should bestow. 

While we had little care to call 
On Thee, and scarcely prayed at all. 

We seemed enough to pray : 
But now we only think with shame 
How seldom to thy glorious name 

Our lips their offerings pay. 

And when we gave yet slighter heed 
Unto our brother's suffering need. 

Our hearts reproached us then 
Not half so much as now, that we 
With such a careless eye can see 

The woes and wants of men. 



Ii6 Lovers Self-Reproach, 

In doing is this knowledge ours, — 
To see what yet remains undone ; 

With this our pride repress, 
And give us grace, a growing store, 
That day by day we may do more, 

And may esteem it less ! 




THE CLOISTER. 

^M BOUGHT never knew material 
^9^n bound or place, 
^'^- Nor footsteps may the roving fancy 
trace: 
. Peace cannot learn beneath a roof to house, 
Nor cloister hold us safe within our vows. 

The cloistered heart may brave the common 

air, 
And the world's children breathe the holiest 

prayer : 
Build for us. Lord, and in thy temple 

reign ! 
Watch with us, Lord, our watchman wakes 

in vain! 
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Peace, 




PEACE. 

HAVE found Peace in the ^ipight 
earth, 
And in the sunny sky; 
By the low voice of summer seas, 
And where streams murmur by. 

I find it in the quiet tone 

Of voices that I love ; 
By the flickering of a twilight fire, 

And in a leafless grove. 

I find it in the silent flow 

Of solitary thought; 
In calm, half-meditated dreams. 

And reasonings self-taught. 

But seldom have I found such peace, 

As in the soul*s deep joy 
Of passing onward free from harm 

Through every day's employ. 
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THEY ALSO SERVE WHO ONLY STAND 

AND WAIT. 

HEN I consider how my light is 

spent, 

Ere half my days, in this dark 

world and wide, 

And that one talent, which is death to hide, 

Lodg'd with me useless, though my soul 

more bent 
To serve therewith my Maker, and present 
My true account, lest he returning chide, — 
Doth God exact day-labor, light denied ? 
I fondly ask. But patience, to prevent 
That murmur, soon replies, — God doth not 
need 
Either man's work, or his own gifts : who 

best 
Bear his mild yoke, they serve him best : 
his state 
Is kingly ; thousands at his bidding speed. 
And post o'er land and ocean without rest : 
They also serve who only stand and wait. 
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HOPE FOR THE HOPELESS. 




HEN, unveiled by Truth's compul 
sion, 
Life without a smile appears, 
And the breaking heart's convulsion 
Finds no vent in words or tears, 



Nought can cheer the dark existence 
Which we may not fly from yet; 

But, with Fate's severe assistance. 
Though we live, we may forget. 

Patience, quiet, toil, denial. 

These, though hard, are good for man ; 
And the martyred spirit's trial 

Gains it more than passion can. 

This have thou and I been learning. 
Lessons strange to young and old ; 

But while loving, shrinking, yearning, 
Be it still the faith we hold. 



Hopt for the Hopeltis. I 

For while woe is broad and patent, 
FiDing, clouding all the sight, 

Ever MELiORA latent, 

And a dawn will end the night. 

Meliora latent ever 1 

Better than the seen lies hid ; 

Time the curtain's dusk will sever, 
And will raise the casket's lid. 

This our hope for all that's mortal. 
And we too shall burst our bond ; 

Death keeps watch beside the portal, 
But 'tis Lire that dwells beyond. 

Still the final hour befriends us, 
Nature's direst though it be ; 

And the fiercest pang that rends us 
Does its worst — and sets us free. 

While our seekings, lingcrings, fleeing: 
Most inflame us, most destroy, 

It is much for weakest beings 
Still to hope, though not enjoy. 

Then from earth's immediate sorrow 
Toward the skyey future turn. 



122 



Sope for the Hopeless. 



And from its unseen to-morrow 
Fill to-day's exhausted urn ! 



Chi ha travaglio, in pace il porti! 
Dolce e Dio, se il mondo e amaro \ 

SaPPIA L' UOM CHE AL CIELO £ CARO ; 
AbBIA FEDE, £ AVRA CONFORTI. 



Be near me when my Light is Low. 123 




BE NEAR ME WHEN MY LIGHT IS 

LOW, 

£ near me when my light is low, 
When the blood creeps, and the 
nerves prick 
And tingle ; and the heart is sick^ 
And all the wheels of Being slow. 

Be near me when the sensuous frame 

Is racked with pangs that conquer 

trust ; 
And Time, a maniac scattering dust. 

And Life, a Fury slinging flame. 

Be near me when my faith is dry. 

And men the flies of latter spring, 
That lay their eggs, and sting and sing. 

And weave their petty cells, and die. 

Be near me when I fade away. 

To point the term of human strife. 
And on the low dark verge of life 

The twilight of eternal day. 
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DO WE INDEED DESIRE THE DEAD? 

O we indeed desire the dead 

Should still be near us at our side ? 
Is there no baseness we would hide ? 
No inner vileness that we dread ? 




Shall he for whose applause I strove, — 
I had such reverence for his blame, — 
See with clear eye some hidden shame, 

And I be lessened in his love? 



I wrong the grave with fears untrue : 

Shall love be blamed for want of faith ? 
There must be wisdom with great 
Death : 

The dead shall look me through and through. 

Be near us when we climb or fall : 

Ye watch, like God, the rolling hours 
With larger other eyes than ours. 

To make allowance for us 2dl. 



SgJJR^BIDE with us, O wondrous guest I 
^^K A stranger still, though long pos- 

*■ sessed i 

Our hearts thy love unknown desire, 
And marvel how the sacred fire 
Should burn within us, while we stray 
From that sad spot where Jesus lay. 

So when our youth, through bitter loss, 
Or hopes deferred, draws near the Cross, 
We lose the Lord our childhood knew. 
And God's own word may seem untrue : 
Yet Christ himself shall soothe the way 
Towards the evening of our day. 

And though we travel towards the west, 
'Tis still for toil and not for rest ; 
No Fate except with Life is done j 
At Emmaus is our worlc begun ; 
Then let us watch, lest tears should hide 
The Lord who journeys by our side ! 
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ADVERSA MUNDI TOLERA. 

DVERSA mundi tolera 
Pro Christi nomine ; 
Plus nocent ssepe prospera 
Cum levi flamine. 

Quum a multis molestarisi 
Nihil perdis, sed lucraris ; 
Patiendo promcreris, 
Multa bona consequeris. 

Nam Deum honorificas, 
£t angelos laetificas ; 
Coronam tuam duplicas, 
£t proximos aedificas. 

Labor parvus est et brevis vita, 
Merces grandis est, quies infinita \ 
Toties martyr Dei efficeris, 
Quoties pro Deo pcenam patieris. 



Endure the fVorLTs rude Buffet'ings. 1 27 



ENDURE THE WORLD'S RUDE 
BUFFETINGS. 

^^KNDURE the world's rude buffetings 
U^^ For Christ and Charity; 
t.Jrr1.' ^ojg hurtful oft the flatterings 
Of mild prosperity. 

When much ^rrong thy soul endureth, 
Gain, not loss, to thee enureth ; 
Patience rich reward ensureth, 
Goods full many it procureth. 

For thou the Lord dost glorify, 
And joys of angels multiply j 
A twofold crown thou winn'st thereby. 
And dost thy neighbors edify. 

Light the labor — earthly life soon speedcth, 
Great the gain — eternal rest succeedeth j 
Martyr of God, so oft a crown thou wearcst 
As for God a Riartyr's pang thou bearcst. 
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Advena Mundi Tolera. 



Patiendo fit homo melior, 
Auro pulchrior, vitro clarior, 
A vitiis purgatior, 
Virtutibus perfectior : 



Jesu Christo acceptior, 
Sanctis quoque similior, 
Hostibus suis fortior, 
Amicis amabilior. 



Endure the Worlds rude Buffetingu 129 

By patience man becomes more excellent, 
Fairer than gold, clear as the firmament. 
More pure from each vile element. 
In every grace more eminent : 



To Jesus more acceptable, 
More lilce to saints unblamable. 
To enemies more terrible, 
And to his friends more lovable. 
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DIVINE ORDER. 




IS first the true, and then the beau- 
tiful, 
Not first the beautiful, and then 
the true ; 
First the wild moor, with rock and reed 
and pool. 
Then the gay garden, rich in scent and 
hue. 



'Tis first the good, and then the beautiful. 
Not first the beautiful, and then the 
good; 
first the rough seed, sown in the rougher 
soil. 
Then the flower-blossom, or the branch- 
ing wood. 



Not first the glad, and then the sorrowful. 
But first the sorrowful, and then the glad ; 

Tears for a day — for earth of tears is 
full— . 
Then we forget that we were ever sad. 
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Not first the bright, and after that the 
dark, 
But first the dark, and after that the 
bright i 
First the thick cloud, and then the rain- 
bow's arc, 
First the dark grave, then resurrection 
light. 

'Tis first the night — stern night of storm 
and war. 
Long nights of heavy clouds and veiled 
skies — 
Then the far sparkle of the morning star 
That bids the saints awake, and dawn 
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EXAMPLE. 




'£ scatter seeds with careless hand. 
And dream we ne'er shall see 
them more : 
But for a thousand years 
Their fruit appears, 
In weeds, that mar the land, 
Or healthful store. 



The deeds we do, the words we say,— 
Into still air they seem to fleet. 
We count them ever past; 
But they shall last, — 
In the dread judgment they 
And we shall meet ! 



I charge thee by the years gone by. 
For the love's sake of brethren dear. 
Keep thou the one true way. 
In work and play. 
Lest in that world their cry 
Of woe thou hear. 



The Ingratitude of the Happy. J33 




THE INGRATITUDE OF THE HAPPY. 

OME murmur when their sli^ is 
clear, 
And wholly bright to view, 
If one small speck of dark appear 

In their great heaven of blue. 
And some with thankful love are filled, 

If but one streak of light, 
One ray of God*s good mercy, gild 
The darkness of their night. 

In palaces are hearts that ask. 

In discontent and pride. 
Why life is such a dreary task, 

And all good things denied. 
And hearts in poorest huts admire 

How love has in their aid 
(Love that not ever seems to tire) 

Such rich provision made ! 
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Adequacy* 



ADEQSJACY. 




£ cannot say the morning sun fulfils 
Ingloriously its course; nor that 
the clear 

Strong stars, without significance, insphere 
Our habitation. We, meantime, our ills 
Heap up against this good, and lift a cry 
Against this work-day world, this ill-spread 
feast, 
As if ourselves were better certainly 
Than what we come to. Maker and High 
Priest, 
I ask thee not my joys to multiply, — 
Only to make me worthier of the least ! 



LOVE IN TEARS. 

]B|(%SF fate Love's dear ambition mar, 
^1^ And load his breast with hopeless 

pain. 
And seem to blot out sun suid star, 

Love, lost or won, is countless gain. 
His sorrow boasts a secret bliss 

Which sorrow of itself beguiles, 
And Love in tears too noble is 

For pity, save of Love in smiles. 
But looking backward through his tears. 

With vision of maturer scope. 
How often one dead joy appears 

The platform of some better hope I 
And, let us own, the sharpest smart 

Which human patience may endure 
Pays light for that which leaves the heart 

More generous, dignifiedj and pure. 



Liarn-, hj a martal yearning U aicend, — 
Seeiing a higher object. lave tvai given^ 
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Lwe in Tiars. 



Encouraged^ sanctioned^ chiejiy for that end; 

For this the passion to excess was driven^ — 
That self might be annulled ; her bondage 

prove 
The fetters of a dream opposed to Love ! 



ABSENCE. 



^HAT shall I do with all the days 
and hours 
That must be counted ere I see 
thy face ? 
How shall I charm the interval that lowers 
Between this time and that sweet time 
of grace i 



Shall I in slumber steep each weary sense^ 
Weary with longing i ^ Shall I flee away 

Into past days, and with some fond pretence 
Cheat myself to foi^t the present day i 



Shall love for thee lay on my soul the sin 
Of casting from me God's great gift of 
time? 

Shall I these mists of memory lock'd within. 
Leave, and forget life's purposes sublime? 

O how, or by what means, may I contrive 
To bring the hour that brings thee back 
more near? 



138 Absence. , 

How may I teach my drooping hope to live 
Until that blessed time, and thou, art 
here ? 

I'll tell thee : for thy sake, I will lay hold 
Of all good aims, and consecrate to thee. 

In worthy deeds, each moment that is told 
While thou, beloved one ! art far from 
me. 

For thee, I will arouse my thoughts to try 
All heavenward flights, all high and holy 
strains ; 
For thy dear sake, I will walk patiently 
Through these long hours, nor call their 
minutes pains. 

I will this dreary blank of absence make 
A noble task-time, and will therein strive 

To follow excellence, and to overtake 
More good than I have won since yet I 
live. 

So may this doomed time build up in me 
A thousand graces which shall thus be 
thine ; 

So may my love and longing hallowed be, 
And thy dear thought an influence divine. 
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THE WORTH OF HOURS. 



ELIEVE not that your inner eye 
Can ever in just measure tiy 
The wonh of Hours as they go by. 



For every man's wealc self, alas ! 

Makes htm to see them, while they pass, 

As through a dim or tinted gUss : 

But if in earnest care you would 
Mete out to each its part of good. 
Trust rather to your after-mood. 

Those surely are not fairly spent, 
That leave your spirit bowed and bent 
In sad unrest and ill-content : 



And more, — though free from seeming 

harm. 
You rest from toil of mind or arm. 
Or slow retire from Pleasure's charm, — 
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If then a painful sense comes on 
Of something wholly lost and gone, 
Vainly enjoyed, or vainly done,— 

Of something from your being's chain 
Broke ofF, nor to be linked again 
By all mere Memory can retain, — 

Upon your heart this truth may rise, — 
Nothing that altogether dies 
Suffices man's just destinies : 

So should we live, that every Hour 
May die as dies the natural flower, ^- 
A self-reviving thing of power j 

That every Thought and every Deed 
May hold within itself the seed 
Of future good and future meed \ 

Esteeming Sorrow, whose employ 
Is to develop, not destroy. 
Far better than a barren Joy. 



^J^^ANST be idlef canst thou play, 
n^^p Foolish soul who sinned to-day ? 

Rivers run, and springs each one 
Know their home, and get them gone : 
Hast thou tears, or hast thou none ? 

If, poor soul, thou hast no tears. 
Would thou hadst no faults or fears \ 
Who hath these, those ill forbears. 

But if yet thou idle be. 

Foolish soul, who died for thee i 

Who did leave his Father's throne. 
To assume thy flesh and bone ? 
Had he life, or had he none ? 

If he had not lived for thee. 
Thou hadst died most wretchedly. 
And two deaths had been thy fee. 



142 Business. 

He so far thy good did plot, 
That his own self he forgot : 
Did he die, or did he not ? 

He that loseth gold, though dross. 
Tells to all he meets his cross : 
He that sins, hath he no loss ? 



He that finds a silver vein. 
Thinks on it, and thinks again : 
Brings thy Saviour's death no gain I 



Odt to Duty. 



ODE TO DUTY. 

gWWJTERN Daughter of the Voice of 

O Duty ! if that name thou love. 
Who art a light to guide, a rod 

To check the erring, and reprove ; 
Thou, who art victory and law 
When empty terrors overawe. 
From vain temptations dost set Iree, 
And calm'st the weary strife of frail hu- 
manity ! 



There are who ask not if thine eye 

Be on them ; who, in love and truth, 
Where no misgiving is, rely 

Upon the genial sense of youth : 
Glad hearts ! without reproach or blot i 
Who do thy work, and know it not : 
Oh ! if, through confidence misplaced. 
They fail, thy saving arms, dread Power .' 
around them cast. 



144 Ode to Duty. 

Serene will be our days and bright, 
And happy will our nature be. 

When love is an unerring light, 
And joy its own security. 

And they a blissful course may hold 

Even now, who, not unwisely bold, 

Live in the spirit of this creed. 

Yet seek thy firm support, according to 
their need. 

I, loving freedom, and untried. 
No sport of every random gust, 

Yet being to myself a guide. 

Too blindly have reposed my trust: 

And oft, when in my heart was heard 

Thy timely mandate, I deferred 

The task, in smoother walks to stray; 

But thee I now would serve more strictly, 
if I may. 

Through no disturbance of my soul. 
Or strong compunction in me wrought, 

I supplicate for thy control ; 

But in the quietness of thought : 

Me this unchartered freedom tires; 

I feel the weight of chance-desires ; 

My hopes no more must change their name ; 

I long for a repose that ever is the same. 



Odt u Duty. 
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Stem Lawgiver! yet thou dost wear 

The Godhead's most benignant grace ; 
Nor know we anything so foir 

As is the smile upon thy face : 
Flowers laugh before thee on their beds. 
And fragrance in thy footing treads ; 
Thou dost preserve the stars from wrong i 
And the most ancient heavens, through 
Thee, are fresh and strong. 

To humbler functions, awful Power! 

I call thee : I myself commend 
Unto thy guidance from this hour ; 

O let my weakness have an end I 
Give unto me, made lowly wise, 
The spirit of self-sacrifice j 
The confidence of reason give ; 
And in the light of truth thy Bondman let 
me livel 
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Fame. 



FAME. 




HAT shall I do lest life in silence 
pass ? 
And if it do, 
And never prompt the bray of noisy brass. 

What need'st thou rue ? 
Remember, aye the Ocean deeps are mute. 

The shallows roar : 
Worth is the Ocean ; Fame is but the 
bruit 
Along the shore. 



What shall I do to be forever known ? 

Thy duty ever. 
This did full many who yet slept unknown* 

Oh, never, never ! 
Think'st thou, perchance, that they remain 
unknown 

Whom thou know'st not ? 
By angel-trumps in heaven their praise is 
blown, — 

Divine their lot. 



Famt, 
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fVhat shall I da ta gain ttirnal lift? 

Discharge aright 
The simple dues with which each day is rift? 

Yea, with thy might. 
Ere perfect scheme of action thou devise. 

Will life be shed ; 
While he who ever acts as conscience cries. 

Shall live, though dead. 
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CHAUCER'S COUNSEL. 




|LY from the world and dwell with 
Truthfulness ; 

Sufficient be thy wealth, albeit small ; 
Avarice hath hate, ambition carefulness, 
And praise despite, yet good is mixed with all : 
Taste no more sweets than to thy share 

may fall ; 
Counsel thyself, that well canst counsel give. 
And fear not Truth shall teach thee how 

to live. 



All that is sent thee take with cheerful- 
ness, — 

The wrestling of this world requires a fall ; 

Here is no home, here is but wilderness ; 

Pilgrim, advance ! Poor beast, desert thy 
stall; 

Look up on high, and thank thy God for all ! 

Forsake thy lusts, and with thy spirit strive, 

And fear not Truth shall save thy soul alive ! 
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THE SOUL THAT HAS APPREHENDED 
HEAVENLY BEAUTY. 

OR from thenceforth doth any fleshly 
sense, 
Or idle thought of earthly things, 
remain ; 
But all that erst seemed sweet seems now 
offence. 
And all that pleased erst now seems to 

pain: 
Their joy, their comfort, their desire, 
their gain. 
Is fixed all on that which now they see ; 
All other sights but fained shadows be. 

And that fair lamp which useth to inflame 
The hearts of men with self-consuming fire. 
Thenceforth seems foul, and full of sinful 
blame : 
And all that pomp to which proud minds 

aspire, 
By name of Honor, and so much desire. 



150 The Heavenly Beauty. 

Seems to them baseness, and all riches dross. 
And all mirth sadness, and all lucre loss. 

Ah, then, my hungry soul ! which long hast 
fed 
On idle fancies of thy foolish thought. 
And, with false Beauty's flattering bait misled. 
Hast after vain deceitful shadows sought-— 
Which all are fled, and now have left 
thee nought 
But late repentance, through thy follies 

prief — 
Ah ! cease to gaze on matter of thy grief : 

And look at last up to that Sovereign Light, 
From whose pure beams all perfect Beauty 
springs. 
That kindleth love in every godly sprite, 
Even the love of God ; which loathing 

brings 
Of this vile world, and these gay seeming 
things ; 
With whose sweet pleasures being so possest. 
Thy straying thoughts henceforth forever 
rest. 
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HUMBLE WAITING ON GOD. 

2j|^ATH£R, I ]^ow that all my life 
Q^^ Is portioned out to me ; 

The changes that must surely come 

I do not fear to sec ; 
I ask thee for the present mind. 

Intent on pleasing tbce. 

I ask thee for 2 thankful love. 
Through constant watching wise. 

To meet the glad with cheerful smile, 
And wipe the weeping eyes j 

A heart at leisure from itself. 
To soothe and sympathize. 

I would not have the restless will, 

That hurries to and fro. 
Seeking for some great thing to do. 

Or secret thing to know j 
I would be dealt with as a child, 

And guided where to go. 



152 Humbli IFaiting $n Gcd. 

Wherever in the world I am, 

In whatsoe'er estate, 
I would have fellowship with hearts 

To keep and cultivate ; 
A work of holy love to do, 

For Him on whom I wait. 
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TO A VIRTUOUS YOUNG LADY. 




ADYy that in the prime of earliest 
youth 
Wisely hast shuim'd the broad way 
and the green. 
And with those few art eminently seen 
That labor up the hill of heavenly Truth, 
The better part, with Mary and with Ruth, 
Chosen thou hast, and they that over- 
ween. 
And at thy growing virtues fret their 
spleen. 
No anger find in thee, but pity and ruth. 
Thy care is fixt, and zealously attends. 
To fill thy odorous lamp with deeds of 

light, 
And hope that reaps not shame. There- 
fore be sure 
Thou, when the Bridegroom with his feast- 
ful friends 
Passes to bliss at the mid hour of night. 
Hast gain'd thy entrance, virgin wise and 
pure. 
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FRIENDS PARTED BY OPINION. 

S ships, becalmed at eve, that lajr 
With canvas drooping, side by 
side. 
Two towers of sail at dawn of day 

Are scarce, long leagues apart, descried ; 

When fell the night, upsprung the breeze. 
And all the darkling hours they plied, 

Nor dreamt but each the self-same seas 
By each was cleaving, side by side : 

E'en so — but why the tale reveal 

Of those whom, year by year unchanged, 

Brief absence joined anew to feel. 
Astounded, soul from soul estranged I 

At dead of night their sails were filled, 
And onward each rejoicing steered : — 

Ah, neither blame, for neither willed. 
Or wist, what first with dawn appeared ! 
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To veer, how vain ! On, onward strain, 
Brave barks ! In light, in darkness too. 

Through winds and tides one compass 
guides, — 
To that, and your own selves, be true, 

But O blithe breeze, and O great seas. 
Though ne'er, that earliest parting past. 

On your wide plain they join again, 
Together lead them home at last ! 

One port, mcthought, alike they sought. 
One purpose hold where'er they fare, — 

O bounding breeze, O rushing seas. 
At last, at last, unite them there I 
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MY PSALM. 




MOURN no more my vanished 
years : 
Beneath a tender rain, 
An April rain of smiles and tears, 
My heart is young again. 

The west winds blow, and, singing loW) 

I hear the glad streams run; 
The windows of my soul I throw 

Wide open to the sun. 

No longer forward nor behind 

I look in hope or fear; 
But, grateful, take the good I find. 

The best of now and here. 

I plough no more a desert land, 
• To harvest weed and tare; 
The manna dropping from God's hand 
Rebukes my painful care. 

I break my pilgrim staff,-— I lay 
Aside the toiling oar; 



My Psabn. I57 

The angel sought so far away 
I welcome at my door. 

All as God wills, who wisely heeds 

To give or to withhold, 
And Icnoweth more of all my needs 

Than all my prayers have told ! 

Enough that blessings undeserved 
Have marked my erring track; 

That wheresoe'er my feet have swerved. 
His chastening turned me back; 

That more and more a Providence 

Of love is understood, 
Making the springs of time and sense 

Sweet with eternal good ; 

That death seems but a covered way 

Which opens into light. 
Wherein no blinded child can stray 

Beyond the Father's sight j 

That care and trial seem at last. 
Through Memory's sunset air. 

Like mountain-ranges overpast. 
In purple distance fair. 

And so the shadows Jail apart. 
And so the west winds play ; 

And all the windows of my heart 
I open to the day. 
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VENI SANCTE SPIRITUS. 




;ENI, Sancte Spiritus, 
£t emitte coelitus 
Lucis tuae radium : 
Vcni, pater pauperum, 
Veni, dator munerum, 
Veni, lumen cordium ! 



Consolator optime, 
Dulcis hospes animae, 

Dulce refrigerium : 
In labore requies, 
In acstu temperies, 

In fletu solatium ! 



O lux beatissima, 
Reple cordis intima 

Tuorum fidelium ! 
Sine tuo numine, 
Nihil est in homine, 

Nihil est innoxium. 
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KING ROBERT'S HYMN. 

gOLY Spirit! Fire divine! 
f Send from heaven a ray of thtn 
Lighten our obscurity : 
Come, thou Father of the poor ; 
Come, thou Giver and Renewer,— 
Fountain of all purity ! 

Visit us, Consoler best ! — 
Thou the bosom's sweetest guest, 

S^^etest comfort proffering : 
Thou dost give the weary rest. 
Shade to all with heat opprest, 

Solace in all suffering. 

O blest Light Inei&biel 

With thy ^ithful amply dwell : 

Lord of our humanity. 
Nothing lives without thy ray : 
Reft of thy enlivening day, 

AH is void and vanity. 
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Veni Sancti Spiritus. 

Lava quod est sordidum, 
Riga quod est aridum, 

Lana quod est sancium, 
Flecte quod est rigidum, 
Fove quod est frigidum, 

Rege quod est devium ! 



Da tuis fidelibus, 
In te confidentibus, 

Sacrum septetiarium : 
Da virtutis meritum, 
Da salutis exitum, 

Da perenne gaudiutn ! 



Amen. 



King Rabert't Hymn. 

What is foul, oh ! purify, 
Water what in us is dry. 

All our hurts alleviate. 
Bend our temper's rigidness. 
Warm our nature's frigidness. 

Bring back all who deviate I 



Give them who in thee abide. 
All that do in thee confide, 

Give them grace increasingly: 
Give to virtue its reward. 
Saving end to all accord, 

Joy in heaven unceasingly I 

Amen. 
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LOVE AND DISCIPLINE. 




INCE in a land not barren still, 
Because thou dost thy grace distil, 
My lot is falln, blest be thy will ! 



And since these biting frosts but kill 
Some tares in me, which choke or spill 
That seed thou sow'st, blest be thy skill ! 

Blest be thy dew, and blest thy frost, 
And happy I to be so crost. 
And cured by crosses at thy cost. 

The dew doth cheer what is distrest, 
The frosts ill weeds nip and molest. 
In both thou work'st unto the best. 



MtmtHg Hymn. 
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MORNING HYMN. 

^^^OME, my soul, thau must be waking ; 
A^^^'Now is brealcing 
^^'^^ O'er the earth another day ; 
Come, to Him who made this splendor. 
See thou render 

All thy feeble powers can pay. 

From the stars thy course be learning ; 
Dimly burning, 

Neath the sun their light grows pale : 
So let all that sense delighted. 
While benighted. 

From God's presence fade and fail. 



Lo ! how all oi breath partaking, 
Gladly waking. 

Hail the sun's enlivening light I 
Plants, whose life mere sap doth nourish, 
Rise and flourish. 

When he breaks the shades of night. 
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Thou, too, hail the light returning, 
Ready burning 

Be the incense of thy powers ; 
For the night is safely ended ; 
God h^th tended 

With his care thy helpless hours. 

Pray that he may prosper ever 
Each endeavor, 

When thine aim is good and true : 
But that he may ever thwart thee, 
And convert thee. 

When thou evil wouldst pursue. 

Think that he thy ways beholdeth,— 
He unfoldeth 

Every fault that lurks within ; 
Every stain of shame glossed over 
Can discover. 

And discern each deed of sin. 

If aught of care this morn oppress thee. 
To him address thee. 

Who, like the sun, is good to all : 
He gilds the mountain-tops, the while 
His gracious smile 

Will on the humblest valley fall. 



Morning Hymn. 1 65 

Round the gifts his bounty showers. 
Walls and towers 

Girt with flames thy God shall rear : 
Angel legions to defend thee 
Shall attend thee. 

Hosts whom Satan's self shall fear. 
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MORGENLIED. 




ENN ich cinst von jenem Schlum* 
mcr, 
Welchcr Tod heisst, aufersteh, 
Und von dieses Lebens Kummer 

Frei, den schonern Morgen seh, 
O dann wach' ich anders auf, 
Schon am Ziel ist dann mein Lauf I 
Traume sind des Pilgers Sorgen, 
Grosser Tag ! an deinem Morgen. 



Hilf dass keiner meiner Tage, 

Geber der Unsterblichkeit, 
Jenem Richtenden einst sage, 

£r sei ganz von mir entweiht ! 
Auch noch heute wacht' ich auf, 
Dank dir, Herr ! zu dir hinauf 
Fiihr mich jeder meiner Tage, 
Jede Freude, jede Plage. 



Dass ich gern sie vor mir sehe, 
Wenn ihr letzter nun erscheint, 
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MORNING HYMN. 

^^b^HEN I rise again to life 
S^b^ From the tranquil sleep of death. 
And, released from earthly strife. 
Breathe that morning's balmy breath, 
I shall wake to other thought; 
The race is run, the fight is fought; 
All the pilgrim's cares are dreams 
When that dawn of morning gleams. 

Help ! that no departed day, 

God of endless life and joy. 
To the righteous Judge may say, 

'Twas profaned by my employ. 
To another morn I wake. 
And to thee my offering make ; 
Oh ! may all my days that flee, 
Joys and sorrows, lead to thee. 

• 
Gladly may I see them fled, 

When the twilight o'er me creeps, 
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Morgenlied, 



Wenn zum dunkeln Thai' ich gehe, 

Und mein Freund nun um mich weint ! 
Lindre dann des Todes Pein, 
Und lass mich den Starksten sein, 
Mich, der ihn gen Himmel weise, 
Und dich, Heir des Todes, preise ! 




Marning Symn. 169 

When the darkening vale I tread. 

And my friend beside me weeps I 
Death assuage, the. pang remove. 
Let me then the stronger prove. 
Vanquishing with heavenward breath. 
While I praise thee. Lord of death I 
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WATCH, PRAY, AND WORK I 




HEEK 



grow pale, 
I 



but heart be 



vigorous 
Body fall, but soul have peace ! 
Welcome, pain ! thou searcher rigorous I 
Slay me, but my faith increase. 

Sin, o'er sense so softly stealing, 

Doubt, that would my strength impair, 

Hence at once from life and feeling ! 
Now my cross I gladly bear. 

Up, my soul ! with clear sedateness 

Read Heaven's law, writ bright and broad ; 

Up ! a sacrifice to greatness. 

Truth, and goodness, -— up to God ! 

Up to labor I from thee shaking 
Off the bonds of sloth, be brave ! 

Give thyself to prayer and waking \ 
Toil some fainting heart to save ! 



Praitet fir this WorM. 



PRAISES FOR THIS WORLD. 

3[^|j^RAIS£lD be the mosses soft 
g^g ^In thy forest pathways oft, 

And the thorns, which make us 
think 
Of the thornless river-brinlc, 

Where the ransomed tread ! 
Praised be thy sunny gleams. 
And the storm, that workcth dreams 

Of calm unfinished ! 
Praised be thine active days, 
And thy night-time's solemn need. 
When in God's dear book wc read, — 

No night ihall be therein. 
Praised be thy dwellings warm, 
By household fagot's cheerful blaze. 
Where, to hear of pardoned sin, 
Pauseth oft the merry din. 
Save the babe's upon the arm. 
Who crowcth to the crackling wood. 
Yea, — and better understood, 
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Praises for this TVorld. 



Praised be thy dwellings cold, 
Hid beneath the church-jrard mould. 
Where the bodies of the saints. 
Separate from earthly taints. 
Lie asleep, in blessing bound. 
Waiting for the trumpet's sound 
To free them into blessing; — none 
Weeping more beneath the sun. 



On a Beautiful Day. 
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ON A BEAUTIFUL DAY. 




UNSEEN Spirit ! now a calm 

divine 
Comes forth from thee, rejoicing 
earth and air! 
Trees, hills, and houses, all distinctly shine, 
And thy great ocean slumbers every- 
where* 



The mountain . ridge against the purple sky 

Stands clear and strong, with darkened 

rocks and dells. 

And cloudless brightness opens wide on 

high 

A home aerial, where thy presence dwells. 



The chime of bells remote, the murmuring 
sea, 
The song of birds in whispering copse 
and wood, 
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The distant voice of children's thoughtless 
glee, 
And maiden's song, are all one voice of 
good. 

Amid the leaves' green mass a sunny play 

Of flash and shadow stirs like inward 

life; 

The ship's white sail glides onward far 

away, 

Unhaunted by a dream of storm or strife* 



O thou ! the primal fount of life and peace, 

Who shedd'st thy breathing quiet all 

around, 

In me command that pain and conflict 

cease. 

And turn to music every jarring sound. 

How longs each gulf within the weary 
soul 
To taste the life of this benignant 
hour; 
To be at one with thine untroubled Whole, 
And in itself to know thy hushing 
power ! 



On a Beautiful Day. 175 

Amid the joys of all, my grief revives^ 
And shadows thrown from me thy sun- 
shine marj 
With this serene to-day dark memory 
strives, 
And draws its legions of dismay from far. 

Prepare, O Truth Supreme! through shame 
and pain 
A heart attuned to thy celestial calm ; 
Let not reflection's pangs be roused in 

But heal the wounded breast with search- 
ing balm. 

So, firm in steadfast hope, in thought secure. 
In full accord to all thy world of joy. 

May I be nerved to labors high and pure. 
And thou thy child to do thy woric 
employ. 

So might in many hearts be kindled then 
The lambent fire of faith, — not rashly 
strong, — 
So might be taught to souls of doubtful 
men 
Thy tranquil bliss, thy love's divinest 
song. 
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On a Beautiful Day. 



In One, who walked on earth a man of 
woe, 
Was holler peace than e'en this hour 
inspires ; 
From him to me let inward quiet flow. 
And give the might my failing will re- 
quires. 

So this great All around, so He, and Thou, 
The central source and awful bound of 
things. 
May fill my heart with rest as deep as now 
To land ^nd sea and air, thy presence 
brings ! 
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CAST THY BREAD ON THE WATERS. 




BE not faithless ! with the morn, 

Scatter abroad thy grain ; 
At noontide — faint not thou, for- 
lorn, 
At evening — sow again! 
Blessed are they, whatever betide, 
Who thus all waters sow beside ! 



Thou knowest not which seed shall grow. 

Or which may die, or live ; 
In faith and hope and patience — sow I 

The increase God shall give; 
According to his gracious will. 
As best his purpose may fulfil. 
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Evening Hymn. 



EVENING HYMN. 




IS gone, that bright and orbed blaze. 
Fast fading from our wistful gaze; 
Yon mantling cloud has hid from sight 
The last faint pulse of quivering light. 

Sun of my soul ! thou Saviour dear, 
It is not night, if thou be near : 
O may no earth-born cloud arise 
To hide thee from thy servant's eyes ! 

When the soft dews of kindly sleep 
My wearied eyelids gently steep, 
Be my last thought, how sweet to rest 
For ever on my Saviour's breast ! 

Abide with me from morn till eve. 
For without thee I cannot live ; 
Abide with me when night is nigh. 
For without thee I dare not die ! 




ABIDE WITH ME I 



gBlDE with me ! Fast hOs the 

eventide, 
' The darkness deepens ; Lord, with 
me abide ! 
When other helpers fail and comforts flee. 
Help of the helpers, O abide with me ! 



Swift to its close ebbs out life's little day ; 
Earth's joys grow dim, its glories pass 

away ; 
Change and decay in all around I see ; 
O Thou who changes! not, abide with me ! 
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The Nightly Skies. 



THE NIGHTLY SKIES. 




'HEN up to nightly skies we gaze. 
Where stars pursue their endless 
ways, 

We think we see from earth's low clod 
The wide and shining home of God. 



But could we rise to moon or sun, 
Or path where planets duly run, 
Still heaven would spread above us far. 
And earth remote would seem a stah 

'Tis vain to dream those tracts of space, 
With all their worlds, approach his face : 
One glory fills each wheeling ball, 
One love has shaped and moves them all. 



This earth, with all its dust and tears. 
Is his no less than yonder spheres ; 
And rain-drops weak, and grains of sand, 
Are stamped by his immediate hand. 



The Nightly Siies. i8l 

The rock, the wave, the little flower, 
All ftd hy streams of living power 
That spring from one Almighty will, 
Whate'er his thought conceives, fulfil. 

And is this all that man can claim } 
Is this our longing's final aim ? 
To be like all things round — no more 
Than pebbles cast on Time's gray shore i 

Can man, no more than beast, aspire 
To know his being's awful sire i 
And, born and lost on Nature's breast. 
No blessing seek but there to rest? 

Not this our doom, thou God benign ! 
Whose rays on us unclouded shine : 
Thy breath sustains yon licry dome, 
But man is most thy favored home. 

We view those halts of painted air. 
And own thy presence makes them fair ; 
But dearer still to thee, O Lord I 
Is he whose thoughts to thine accord. 
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Sleep, 



SLEEP. 

F all the thoughts of God that are 
Borne inward unto souls afiir, 
Along the Psalmist's music deep. 
Now tell me if that any is, 
For gift or grace, surpassing this — 
He giveth His beloved, sleep " ? 
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What would we give to our beloved ? 
The hero's heart, to be unmoved. 
The poet's star-tuned harp, to sweep, 
The patriot's voice, to teach and rouse. 
The monarch's crown, to light the brows? 
** He giveth His beloved, sleep." 



What do we give to our beloved ? 

A little faith, all undisproved, 

A little dust, to overweep, 

And bitter memories, to make 

The whole earth blasted for our sake. 

** He giveth His beloved, sleep." 



SUtp. 183 

** Sleep soft, beloved I " we tometimes 

say, 
But have no tunc to charm away 
Sad dreams that through the eyelids creep: 
But never doleful dream again 
Shall break the happy slumber, when 
" He giveth His beloved, sleep." 

O eanh, so full of dreary noises ! 
O men, with wailing in your voices ! 
O delved gold, the wallers heap ! 
O strife, O curse, that o'er it fall \ 
God makes a silence through you all, 
And "giveth His beloved, sleep." 

His dews drop mutely on the hill, 

His doud above it sailetb still. 

Though on its slope men sow and reap : 

More softly than the dew is shed. 

Or cloud is floated overhead, 

" He giveth His beloved, sleep." 

For me, my heart that erst did go 
Most like a tired child at a show, 
That sees through tears the jugglers leap, 
.; Would now its wearied vision close, 
: Would childlike on His love repose, 
Who "giveth His beloved, sleep!" 
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Sleep. 



And, friends, dear friends, when it shall be 
That this low breath is gone from me. 
And round my bier ye come to weep, 
Let one, most loving of you all. 
Say, ** Not a tear must o'er her fall : 
He giveth His beloved, sleep." 
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DE PROFUNDIS. 

j^^^HE &ce which, duly as the sun, 
^^QS Rose up for me with life begun, 
«**** To mark all bright hours of the day 
With hourly love, is dimmed away, — 
And yet my days go on, go on. 

The heart which, like a staff, was one 
For mine to lean and rest upon, 
Tlie strongest on the longest day 
With steadfast love, is caught away, — 
And yet my days go on, go on. 

And cold before my summer's done. 
And deaf in Nature's general tune. 
And fallen too low for special fear. 
And here, with hope no longer here, — 
While the tears drop, my days go on. 

Breath freezes on my Hps to moan : 
As one alone, once not alone, 
I sit and knock at Nature's door, 
Heart-bare, heart-hungry, very poor. 
Whose desolated days go on. 
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I knock and cry, — Undone, undone! 
Is there no help, no comfort, — none? 
No gleaning in the wide wheat-plains 
Where others drive their loaded wains ? 
My vacant days go on, go on. 



.— A Voice reproves me thereupon. 

More sweet than Nature's when the drone 

Of bees is sweetest, and more deep 

Than when the rivers overleap 

The shuddering pines, and thunder on. 

God*s Voice, not Nature's : Night and noon. 
He sits upon the great white throne. 
And listens for the creatures' praise. 
What babble we of days and days ? 
The Day-spring He, whose days go on. 

He reigns above. He reigns alone ; 
Systems burn out and leave His throne, 
Fair mists of seraphs melt and fall 
Around Him, changeless amid all, — 
Ancient of Days, whose days go on. 

By anguish which made pale the sun, 
I hear Him charge His saints that none 



Dt Profundis. 

Among His creatures, anywhere, 
Blaspheme against Him with despair. 
However darkly days go on. 



For us, — whatever' s undergone, 
Thou luiowcst, wiliest what is done. 
Grief may be joy misunderstood ; 
Only the Good discerns the good ; 
I- trust Thee while my days go on. 

I praise Thee while my days go on ; 
I love Thee while my days go on : 
Through dark and dearth, through Are and 

frost. 
With emptied arms and treasure lost, 
I thank Thee while my days go on. 
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O LIVING WILL THAT SHALT ENDURE. 

LIVING will that shalt endure 
When all that seems shall suffer 
shock. 

Rise in the spiritual rock, 
Flow through our deeds, and make them 
pure ! 

That we may lift from out the dust 
A voice as unto him that hears, 
A cry above the conquered years. 

To one that with us works, and trust. 



With faith that comes of self-control. 
The truths that never can be proved 
Until we close with all we loved. 

And all we flow from, soul in soul. 



For Entire Devolim. 
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FOR ENTIRE DEVOTION. 



i^TSB PRAY not, Lord> to be redeemed 
jl^^f^ from mortal sorrow ; 

Redeem me only from my vain 
and mean self-love \ 
Then let each night of grief lead in a 
mourning morrow, 
Fear shall not shake my trust in thee, 
my peace above. 



! Its signs 



Yet while the Resurrection 1 
august. 
Like morning's dewy banners on a cloud- 
less sky, 

My weak feet cling enamored to the parch- 



ing 



dust, 



And, on the sand, poor pebbles lure my 
roving eye. 



Ye witnessings of silent, sad Gethsemane, 
That shaded garden whence light breaks 
for all our earth. 

Around my anguish let your faithful in- 
fluence be ! 
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Ye prayers and sighs divine, be my ini' 
mortal birth I 



Vales of repentance mount to hills of high 
desire ; 
Seven times seven suffering years earn 
the Sabbatic rest ; 
Earth's fickle, cruel lap — alternate frost and 
fire — 
Tempers beloved disciples for the Master's 
breast. 

O Way for all that live ! heal us by pain 
and loss ; 
Fill all our years with toil, and bless us 
with thy rod : 
Thy bonds bring wider freedom ; climbing, 
by the cross. 
Wins that brave height where looms the 
city of our God ! 

O Sunshine, rising ever on our nights of 
sadness ! 
O best of all our good, and pardoner of 
our sin ! 
Look down with pity on our unbelieving 
madness. 
To Heaven's great welcome take us, 
homesick pilgrims, in I 



Far Entire Devotion, 191 

Spirit that overcame the world's long trib- 
ulation, 
Try faltering faith, and make it firm 
through much enduring j 
Feed weaiy hearts with patient hopes of 
thy salvation j 
Malcc strait submission, more than luxury's 
ease, alluring. 

Hallow our wit with prayer ; our mastery 
steep in meekness j 
Pour on our study inspiration's holy light ; 
Hew out, for Christ's dear church, a future 
without weakness. 
Quarried from thine eternal Beauty, Order, 
Might ! 

Met, there, mankind's great brotherhood of 
souls and powers. 
Raise thou full praises from its farthest 
corners dim ; 
Pour down, O steadfast Sun, thy beams on 
all its towers ; 
Roll through its world-wide spaces Faith's 
majestic hymn ! 
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E\^' FESTE BURG 1ST UNSER GOTT. 




IN' feste Burg ist unser Gott, 

Ein' gute Wehr und Waffen ; 
£r hilft uns frei aus aller Noth, 
Die uns jetzt hat betrofFen. 
Der alt' bose Feind, 
Mit Ernst er's jetzt meint 5 
Gross' Macht und viel List 
Sein' grausam Riistung ist, 

Auf Erd' ist nicht sein's Gleichen. 



Mit unser Macht ist nichts gethan, 
Wir sind gar bald verlorcn ; 

Es streit't fiir uns der rcchtc Mann, 
Den Gott selbst hat erkoren. 

Fragst du, wer der ist? 

Er heisst Jesus Christ, 

Der Herr Zebaoth, 

Und ist kein andrer Gott ; 
Das Feld muss er behalten. 



Und wenn die Welt voU Teufel war', 
Und woUt uns gar verschlingen. 
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A MIGHTY FORTRESS IS OUR GOD. 

MIGHTY fortress is our God, 

A bulwark never failing ; 
Our helper he amid the flood 
Of mortal ills prevailing. 
For still our ancient foe 
Doth seek to work us woe ; 
His craft and power are great. 
And, armed with cruel hate. 
On earth is not his equal. 

Did we in our own strength confide. 
Our striving would be losing ; 

Were not the right man on our side, 
The man of God's own choosing. 

Dost ask who that may be ? 

Christ Jesus, it is he. 

Lord Sabaoth his name. 

From age to age the same. 
And he must win the battle. 

And though this world, with devils filled, 
Should threaten to undo us, 

13 
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So furchten wir uns nicht so sehr, 
Es soil uns doch gelingen. 

Der Fiirst dicsfcr Welt, 

Wie sauer er sich stellt, 

Thut er uns doch nicht : 

Das macht, er ist gericht't, 
Ein Wortlein kann ihn fallen. 

Das Wort sie soUen lassen stahn, 
Und kein'n Dank dazu haben : 
Er ist bei uns wohl auf dem Plan, 

Mit seinem Geist und Gaben. 
Nehmen sie den Leib, 
Gut, Ehr', Kind und Weib j 
Lass fahren dahin, 
Sie haben's kein'n Gewinn, 

Das Reich muss uns doch bleiben. 



A Mighty Fortress is our God. I95 

We will not fear, for God hath willed 
His truth to triumph through us. 

The Prince of Darkness grim, — 

We tremble not for him, 

His rage we can endure. 

For lo ! his doom is sure. 
One little word shall fell him. 

That word above all earthly powers — 
No thanks to them — abidcth : 

The spirit and the gifts are ours 
Through Him who with us sideth. 

Let goods and kindred go. 

This mortal life also ^ 

The body they may kill, 

God's truth abideth still, 
His kingdom is for ever. 
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Christmas Eve. 



CHRISTMAS EVE. 

HE sun is set, the stars begin 
Their stations in His watch 
high, 

As once around that Bethlehem inn; 
The vesper hour is nigh. 




on 



A little maid with eager gaze 

Comes hurrying to the house of prayer. 
Shaping in heart a wild green maze 
Of woodland branches there. 

One look, — a cloud comes o*er her dream : 
No burnished leaves, so fresh and clear, 
No berries with their ripe red gleam : — 
** There is no Christmas here." 



What if that little maiden's Lord, 

The awful Child on Mary*s knee. 
Even how take up the accusing word : — 
" No Christmas here I see. 



Chrittmat Eve. 197 

*' Where are the fruits I yearly seek, 

As holy seasons pass away, 
Eyes turned from ill, lips pure and meek, 
A heart that strives to pray? 

"Where are the glad and artless smiles, 

Like clustering hollies, seen a^ 

At eve along the o'ershaded aisles. 

With the first twilight star?" 

Spare, gracious Saviour, me and mine: 

Our tardy vows in mercy hear. 
While on our watch the cold skies shine 
Of the departing year. 

Ere we again that glimmering view. 

Cleansed be our hearts and lowly laid ; 
The unfruitful plant do thou renew, 
And all beneath its shade. 

By winter frosts and summer heats. 

By prunings sharp and waterings mild, 
Keen airs of Lent, and Easter sweets. 
Tame thou the sour and wild. 

And dare we ask for one year more ? 
Yea, there is hope : One waits on 
high 
J3* 
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Christmas Eve. 



To tell our contrite yearnings o'er, 
And each adoring sigh. 

Jf He in Heaven repeat our vow, 

We copying here his pure dread will, 
•O dream of joy! — the withered bough 
May blush with fruitage still. 



New Tear's Evt. 



NEW YEAR'S EVE. 

g^^ING out, wild bells, to the wild sky, 
S^9£ The flying cloud, the frosty light; 
**^* The year is dying in the night; 
Ring out, wild bells, and let him die. 



ig out the old, ring in the new. 
Ring, happy bells, across the snow : 



; year i 



oing, let him go ; 



Ring out the false, ring in the t 



Ring out the grief that saps the mind, 

For those that here we see no more; 
Ring out the feud of rich and poor. 

Ring in redress to all mankind. 



Ring out a slowly dying cause. 

And ancient forms of party strife ; 
Ring in the nobler modes of life, 

With sweeter manners, purer laws. 



Ring out &lse pride in place and blood. 
The civic slander and the spite ; 
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New Tear^s Eve* 



Ring in the love of truth and right. 
Ring in the common love of good. 

Ring out old shapes of foul disease, 

Ring out the narrowing lust of gold ; 
Ring out the thousand wars of old, 

Ring in the thousand years of peace. 

Ring in the valiant man and free, 

The larger heart, the kindlier hand ; 
Ring out the darkness of the land. 

Ring in the Christ that is to be. 



Tribulation worketh patience, and patience experi- 
ence, and EXPERIENCE HOPE ! Now the God of 
HOPE fill you with all joy and peace in believ- 
ing, that ye may abound in hope. Blessed 
be God, even the Father of our Lord 
Jesus Christ, the Father of Mercies, 
and the God of all Comfort : who 
comforteth us in all our tribula- 
tion, that we may be able to 
comfort them which are in 
any trouble, by the com- 
fort wherewith we our- 
selves are comfort- 
ed of God. 
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Ein* feste Burg ist unser Gott. Martin Luther 192 
The Same, translated. /*. H, Hedge . . . • .193 

Christmas Eve. Keble 196 

New Year's Eve. Tennyson 199 



[Many of these pieces are considerably abridged from 
the originals. A single word has been changed on 
p. 47, and two on p. 24, to give such unity to the 
stanzas as would enable them to be taken out from 
the poems of which they form a part.] 
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